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De dicat ions are the only Faſhions in the World that 

are more diflif'd for being uniwerſal; and the 

Reaſon is, that they wery ſeldom fit the Perſons 

they avere made for: But I hope to avoid the common 

Obliquy in this Addreſs, by laying afide the Poet in every 

thing but the Dramatick Decorum of ſuiting my Cha- 
rafter to the Perſon. 

From the Part of Mirabel in this Play, and another 
Character in one of my former, People are willing to com- 
plement my Performance in drawing a gay, ſplendid, ge- 
nerous, eaſy, fine young Gentleman. My Genius, I muſt 
confeſs, has à bent to that kind of Deſcription ; and my 
Vneration for you, Sir, may paſs for unqueſtionable, fince 
in all theſe happy Accompliſhments you come ſo near to 
my darling Charatter, abating his Inconflancy. 

What an nnſpeakable Bleſing is Youth and Fortune, 
awhen a happy Underflanding comes in, to moderate the 
Defires of the firſt, and to refine upon the Advantages of 
the latter ; oben a Gentleman is Maſter of all Pleaſures, 
but a Slave to none: who has travel d, not for the Cu- 
riofity of the Sight, but for the Improvement of the Mind's 
Eye; and who returns full of every thing but himJ/elf ? — 
An Author might ſay a great deal more, but a Friend, 
Sir, nay, an Enemy muſt allow you this. 

1 fall here, Sir, meet auth two Obflacles, your Mode- 
flv, ang your Senſe ; the fit, as a Cenſor upon the Subject, 
the jecond, as a Critick upon the Style - But J am obſti- 
nate in my Purpoſe, and vill maintain what ¶ ſay to the 
laſt drop of my Pen; which I may the mare boldly under- 


& i take, 
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6 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
tale, having all the Horld on my Side ; nay, I have your | 


very avaſt on ; for by declining to hear your oWN ö 
2 e 


Your Generofity and Eaſineſ: of Temper is not only ob- 
vious in your common Aﬀairs and Converſation, but more | 
plain evident in your darling Amuſement, that Opener | 
and Dilater of the Mind, Mufick : From your 
Aﬀettion for this delightful Study, wwe may deduce the 
pleafing Harmony that is apparent in all your Actions; 
and be aſſur d, Sir, that a Perſon muſt be peſſeſid of a 
very divine Soul, wwho ts fo much in love with the Enter- 
tainment of Angel:. | | | 

From your Encouragement of Mufick, if there be any 
Poetry here, it has à Claim, by the Right of Kindred, to 
your Faweur and Affection. You were pleas d to benour 
the Repreſentation of this Play with your Appearance at 
ſeveral times, which flatter d my Hopes that there might 
be ſomething in it which your Good-nature might excuſe. 
With the Honour I here intend for myſelf, I likewiſe con- 
fault the Tatereft of my Nation, by ſhewing a Per ſon that 
is % mach a Reputation and Credit to my Country- Be- 
Haus all this, I was willing to make a handſome Comple- 
ment ta the Place of my Pupilage ; by informing the 
Warld that fo fine a Gentleman had the Seeds of his Edu- 
cation. in tbe /ame Univerſity, and at the ſame time 


3 


with, F 
n SR, 

1 Your moſt Faithful, and 

| Moft Humble Seryant, 
20 erer - | G. FARQUHAR; 
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O give you the Hiſtory of this Play, would 

but cauſe the Reader and the Writer a Trouble 
to no Purpoſe ; I ſhall only ſay, that I took 
the Hint from Fletcher's Wild-Gooje. Chaſe 3 and to 
thoſe who ſay that I have ſpoil'd the Original, I 
wiſh no other Injury but that W it 


As to the Succeſs of it, I think tis but a kind of 
Cremona Buſineſs, I have neither Loſt, nor Won. 1 
puſhed fairly, but the French were prepoſſeſs d, and the 
Charms of Gallict Heels were too hard for an Engl; 
Brain; but I am proud to own, that I have laid my 
Head at the Ladies Feet. The Favour was unavoid- 
able, for we are a Nation ſo very fond of improving 
our Underſtanding, that the Inſtruction of a Play does 
no good, when it comes in Competition with the Mo- 
ral of a Minute. Pliny tells us in his Natural Hiftory, 
of Elephants that were taught to dance on the Ropes; 
if this could be made practicable now, what a Num- 
ber of Subſcriptions might be had to bring the Great 
Megul out of Feet. ſtreet, and make him dance be 
the Acts 

I remember, that about two Years ago, I had a 
Gentleman from France * that brought the Play-houſe 
ſome fifty Audiences in five Months; then why ſhould 
I be ſurpriz'd to find a French Lady do as much? Tis 
the prettieſt way in the World of deſpiſing the French 
King, to let him ſee that we can afford Money to bribe 
away his Dancers, when he, poor Man, has exliaaſted 


* Conflant Couple. 


* at 


tren 

LIVES in buying ſome pitiful Towns: and 
Principalities: Cum ulis aliit. What can ben grew 
ter Complement to our generous Nation, an to | 
the Lady upon her Re-tour to Paris, boaſt of her len. | 
| —— in England, of the Complaiſance, 
Liberty, and Cond ani_e of a People, that thronged 
her Hou ſe ſo full, that ſhe had not room to ſtick a Pin; 
and leſt a poor Fellow, that had the Myortune of be- 
" one of themſelves, without one Farthing for /half 

Year's Pains that he bad taken for their Entertain- 
— > 
| There were fome Geatiemen in the Pit the firſ 
Night, chat wok the Hint from the Prologue to damn 
the, Play; but they made ſuch a Noiſe in the Execu- 
tian, that the People took the Outcry for a Reprieve ; 
ſo that the darling Miſchief was over-laid by their 
over-fondnefs of the Changelipg : Tin eher bard, 
that Gentlemen mould debaſe chemſelves into a Faction 
of a dozen, to ſtab a fingle Perſon, who never had the 
Reſolution to face two Men at a time ; if he has had 
the Misfortune of any Miſunderſtanding with a parti- 
cular Perſon, he has had a particular Perſon to anſwer 
it: But theſe Sparks wou'd be remarkable in their Re- 
ſentment :; and if any body falls under their Diſpleaſure, 
they ſcorn to call him to a particular Account, but 
. r or pick his 

The New- Houſe has perfely made me a Convert 
by their Civil gat Berk Wight For to be Friends, 
and reveng d at the fame time, I muſt give them a 


Rs that is, — when I write another. For Faction 
ſo high, that I cou'd wiſh the Senate wou'd ſup- 
5 — the Houſes, or put in force the Act againſt bri- 
Elections 3 that Houſe which has the moſt Fa- 
vours to — will certainly carry it, ſpight 8 all 

Juſtice chat wou'd ſupport t other. 
I have heard ſome People fo exttavagantly ag = 
-ahis Play, that one would think they had mo reaton to 
be diſpleaſed at all; whilſt fome (otherwiſe Men of 
| good Senſe) have cominenged it ſo much, chat Or 

airal 
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afraid they ridicul'd me; fo that between both, I am 
abſolutely at a loſs what to think on't: Fer tho' the 
Cauſe has come on fix Days ſacceffively, yet the Trial, 
J fancy, is not determined. When our Devotion ta 
Lent, and our Lady, is over, the Buſineſs will be brought 
on again, and then we ſhall hors fair "_y for our 
Money. 

There is a Genderkas of 40 firſt Underſtanding, 
and a very good-Critick, who ſaid of Mr. Vit, that 
in this Part he out- acted himſelf, and all Men that he 
ever ſaw. TI wou'd nat rob Mr. Wilks, by a worſe Ex- 
preſſion of mine, of a Complement that he ſo much 
deſerves. 

I had almoſt forgot to tell you, that the Turn of 


Plot in the laſt Act, is an Adventure of Chevelier de 


Chaftilion at Paris, and Matter of Fact; but the thing 
is ſo univerſally known, that I think this Advice might 
have been ſpar'd, as well as all the reſt of the Preface, 
for ny good it will do either to me or the me” 
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PROLOGUE, 
That was ſpoken the firſt Night, receiv'd 
_- ſuch Additions from Mr. who ſpoke 
it, that they are beſt if bury'd and forgor. 
But the following PxoLoGvUE is lite- 
rally the ſame that was intended for the 
Play, and written by Mr. Morteux. 


1 KE hungry Gueſts, a fitting Audience looks ; 
Plays are like Suppers : Poets are the Cooks. 
The Founders You : The Table is this Place: 

The Carvers we ; The Prologut is the Grace. 
Each Ad, a Courſe; each Scene à different Difs : 
The) xwe're in Lent, I doubt youre flill for Fleſb. 
Satyr's the Sauce, high-Jeaſon'd, ſharp and rough ; 
Kind Maſques and Beaux, I hope yoa're Pepper- progf. 
Wit is the Nine; but "tis ſo ſcarce the true, 
Poets, like Vintners, balderdaſh and brew. 
| Your ſurly Scenes, where Rant and Blodſbed join, 

Are Butcher's Meat, a Battles a Sirloin : 
Your Scenes of Love, fo flowing, ſoft and chaſte, 

Are Water-gruel, without Salt or Taſte. 
Baud fat Veniſon, which the flale, can pleaſe : 
Your Rakes Ive Hogoes, like your damn'd French Cheeſe, 
Your Rarity for the fair Gueſt to gape on, 
IL your nice Squeaker, or Italian Capon; 
© Or your French Virpin- Pulli, garniſb d round, 

Ab dreſs d with Sauce ſome Far hundred Pound. 


An 
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An Op'ra, like an Oglio, nicks the Ae; 
Farce. 5s the Ha fly Pudding T4 the Slog. 

* when von e 2 Wit erent of 
You can diſpenſe woith. Lende 5 41 f 25 on 
A Paſtorals whipt Cream; Stage-Whims, mere 7 ; 

And Tragi- Comedy, half Fiſh and Fleſb. 

But Comedy, That, that's the darling Cheer ; 7 
This Night we hope you'll an Inconflant bear: 

Wild Fowl is lik'd in Play-houſe all the Year. 

Yet fince each Min latrays a FH rent Taſte, . 
And every Diſh ſtarce pleaſes ev'ry Gueſt, + 8 
F augbt you reliſh, do not damn the reſt, 

This Fawour crav'd, up let the Muſik flrikes : 
You're welcome all = Fall to, where n. like. 
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Dramatis Perſone. 


r Mr. Fiala mas. 


and his Fatherly Fondeſs towards 

Young Mirabel, his Son. Mr. Wikks. 
in Duretete, an honeſt good- ] 

natur'd Fellow, that thinks oh Mr. Bulkit. 

ſelf a greater Fool than he is. 0 
Dugard, Brother to Oriang. Mr. MilZ. 
Petit, 6 bis Site to _ * Werd. 

W 0 M — N. 


Oriana, Lr bo A6- 
rabel, who wou'd bring him to 5 Mn. Rogers. 
Ie. > kl N 1139? % 2H . 8a 
Bilarre, a whintablote, Friendy 
| to O, mird by Nr. <3 
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The Way to win him. 
OTE FEE tete ttetet te 
1 


SCENE, The Street. 


— — and bis Man Petit i Riding Habits. 


Irrah, - What's a Clock) 

Pet. Turt'd of Eleven, Sir. 

| Dug. No more} We have rid a 
| wi ging Pace from Nemours ſince Two 
GENES this Morning! Perte, run to Rouſſeas's 

e and. beſpeak a Dinner at a Lewis - 

a Head, to be ready by One. 

Pet. How many will there be of you, Sir? 


R N ſve; Mirabul one, nee 


e. And I fow, 


Doi 


14 The Juconſt ant: Or, 
Dug. How now, Sir, at your old travelling Fami- 
- liarity ! When abroad, you had ſome Freedom for want 
of better Company; but among my Friends at Paris, 
pray remember your Diſtance. —— Be gone, Sir. —- | 
[Exit Petit.] This Fellow's Wit was neceſſary abroad, 
but he's too cunning for a Domeſtick ; 1 — diſpoſe 
of him ſome way elle. Who's here ? 9 n ö 


ay my oor ! my deareſt Siſter l 


Enter Old Mirabel and Qriana, 
Ori. My Brother! Welcome. 


Dug. Monfieur Mirabel! I'm heartily glad to ſee 


26 Mir. Honeſt Mr. Dugard, by the blood of the 
Mirabels I'm your moſt humble Servant. | 
Dug. Why, Sir, you've caſt your Skin ſure, you're 
brisk and gay, luſty Health, about you, no ſign of Age 
but your filver Hairs. th 
Old Mir. Silver Hairs ! Then they are Quick-ſilver F 
Hairs, Sr. Whilſt I have golden Pockets, let my Hairs I 
be Silver an they will. Adsbud Sir, I can dance, and 
fing, and drink, and-— no, I can't wench. But Mr. t 
hae no; News of my Son Bob in all your Tra- 
vels ? 

Dig. Your Son's come home, Sir. 

Old Mir. Come home ! Baß come home By the 
Blood of the Mirabel;, Mr. Dugard, what ſay ye? 

Ori. Mr. Mirabel return'd, Sir. 

De. He s certainly come, and you may ſee him 
within this Hour or two.  . | 
ates Swear it, Mr. Dugard, preſently ſwear it. 

4 came to Town with me this Morn- 
Ma, 18 bim at the Bagnieurs, being a little diſor- 
ft 5 riding, aud I ſhall fee Bim again pre- 


©: Mir. What! And he was aſham'd to dk B 
with his Boots on. Nn Well, and ho fares 
_the young Rogue, ha? 
8 4 A ine Gentleman, Sir. Hell be his own Mer 
bY * l 1. 6 S825 *- "Old 


* 


you "with our Siſter. 
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Old. Mir. A ſine Gentleman! But is the Rogue like 
me ſtil!? 

Dag. Why yes, Sir; he's very like his Mother, 
and as like you as moſt modern Sons are to their 
Fathers. 


Old Mir. Why, Sir, don't you think that 1 begat 
him? © 

Dug. Why yes, Sir ; you marry'd his Mother, and 
he inherits your Eſtate. He's very like you, upan 
my word. 


Ori. And pray, Brother, what's become of his ho- 
neſt 3 » Duretete ? 
Who, the Captain? The very ſame he went 
Mis he's the only French-man I ever knew that 
cou'd not change. Your Son, Mr. Mirabel, is more 
obig d to Nature for that Fellow's Compoſition, than 
for his own : for he's more happy in Duretete's Folly 
than his own Wit. In ſhort, they ave as inſeparable'as 
Finger and Thumb ; but the firſt Inſtance in the World, 
I believe, of Oppoſition in Friendſhip. 


Old Mir. Very well ; will he be home to Dinner, 
think ye ? 


Dug. Sir, he has order'd me to beſpeak a Dinner 
for us at Rouſſeau's at a Lewidore a Head. 

Old Mir. A Lewidorea Head! Well ſaid, Bob ; by 
the Blood of the Mirabeli, Bob's improy'd. But Mr. 
Dugard, was it ſo civil of Bob to vifit Monfieur Row/- 
ſeau before his own natural Father? Eh ! Heark'e 
Oriana, what think you, now, of a Fellow that can 
eat and drink ye a whole Lewidore at a fitting ? He 
muſt be as ſtrong as Hercules, Life and Spirit in abun- 
dance. Before Gad I don't wonder at theſe Men of 
Quality, that their own Wives can't ſerve em. A 
Lewidore a head! 'tis enough to ſtock the whole Na- 
tion with Baſtards, tis F aith. Mr. Dut ard, J leave 


x1t. 


Le 


ell, Siſter, I need not ask you how you 
your xoks reſolve me 3 fair, tall, wel-; you 
K Remembrance. 
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tleman between us, and he takes care of us; we eat 


we will, all the Week we dance and fing, and upon 
' Sundays go firſt to Church, and then to the Play. 


it; the Tm afraid, Sir, cha thoſe People 
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16 + The Inconflant + Or, | 
Ori. Why, truly Brother, I look pretty well, thank 
Nature and my Toylet ; I have ſcap'd the Jaundice #8 
Green ſickneſs, and the Small-pox ; I eat three Meals al 
Day, am very merry when up, and ſleep foundlyfi 
when I'm down. | 
. But, Siſter, you remember that upon my go- 
ing abroad you wou'd chuſe this old Gentleman for 
your Guardian ; he's no more related to our Family, 
than Preſter John, and I have no reaſon to think you 
miſtruſted my Management of your Fortune: There- 
ſore pray be ſo kind as to tell me without Reſervation 
the true Cauſe of making ſuch a Choice. 
Ori. Look'e Brother, you were going a Rambling, 
and twas proper, leſt I ſhould go a Rambling too, that 
ſome-body ſhou'd take care of me. Old Monfieur Mi. 
rabel is an honeſt Gentleman, was our Father's Friend, 
and has 2 young Lady in his Houſe, whoſe Company 
I like, who has choſen him for her Guardian 2s 
well as I. 9 
Dug. Who, Madamoſelle Bifarre ? 
On. The ſame ; we live merrily together, without 
Scandal, or Reproach ; we make much of the old Gen- 


what we like, go to Bed when we pleaſe, riſe when 


Now, Brother, beſides theſe Motives for chufing this 
Gentleman for my Guardian, perhaps T had ſome pri- 


own Crimes, who have fo 


The Muy to win bim. 17 
zat our King is a Tyrant, and Religion a. Cheat? 
ook'e, Brother, their Court of Enquiry is a Tavern, 

nd their Informer, Claret : They think as they drink, 
nd ſwallow Reputations like Loches; a Lady's Health 


hank | 


go. Poes briskly round with the Glaſs, but her Honour is 
for Wolt in the Toaſt. b 
ily, Dig. Ay, but Siſter, there is till ſomething —— 
you Ori. If there be ſomething, Brother, tis none of 
ere. the People's ſomething ; Marriage is my thing, and 
tion 1˙II ſtick tot. | — 193 | | 
. Dug. Marriage! Young Mirabel marry ! He'Il build 
ng, Churches ſooner. Take heed, Siſter, tho your Honour 
hat ſtood proof to his home-bred, Aſſaults; you muſt Keep 
Ni. a ſtricter Guard for the future: He has now got the 
d, foreign Air, and the /ta/ian-Softneſs ; his Wit's im- 


1y prov'd. by Converſe, his Behaviour fimſh'd by Obſer- 
23 vation, and his Aſſurance confirm'd by Succeſs. Siſter, 
I can affure you he has made his Conqueſts ; and tis 
a Plague upon your Sex, to be the ſooneſt deceiv'd by 
thoſe very Men that you know have been falſe ta 


Ori. Then why will you tell me of his Conqueſts ? 
for I myſt confes there is no Title to a Woman's 
Favour ſo engaging as the Repute of a handſome Diſ- 
fimulation ; there is ſomething. of a Pride to fee a Fel- 
low lie at our Feet, that has triumph'd over ſo many; 
and then, I don't know, we fancy he muſt have 
ſomething extraordinary about him to pleaſe us, and 
that we have ſomething. engaging about us. to ſecure 
lim ſo we can't be quiet till we put our ſelves upon 
the lay of being both diſappointde. 
Dag. But then, Siſter, he's as fickle —— 
Or, For God's fake, Brother, tell me no more. of 
his Faults, for if you do, I ſhall,run mad for him: 
2075 more, Sir, let me but get him inte the Bande 
Matrimony, I'II ſpoil his wandring, I warrant hita. 
I'll do his Rufinefs that-wayy, never can. 
De. Well;/- Siſter, I won't pretend to;,underſtand 
the Engagements between you and your Lover; I 
expect, When you have need af my Counſel or Af 
| ſiſtance, 
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18 The Inconſftant : Or, 


fiſtance, you will let me know more of your Affairs. 
Mirabel is a Gentleman, and as far as my Honour and 
Intereſt can reach, you may command me to the Fur- 
therance of your Happineſs : In the mean time, Siſter, 
I have a great mind to make you a Preſent of another | 
humble Servant ; a Fellow that I took up at Lyons, 
who has ſerv'd me honeſtly ever ſince. 
Ori. Then why will you part with him? 

Dug. he has. gain'd ſo inſufferably on my good Hu- 
mour, that he's grown too familiar; but the Fellow's | 
cunning, and may be ſerviceable to you in your Affair 
with Mirabel. Here he comes. 


Enter Petit. 
Well, Sir, have you been at Rouſſeau's? 
Pet. Yes, Sir, and who fhould I find there but Mr. 
Mirabel and the Captain, hatching as warmly over a 
Tub of Ice, as two Hen-Pheaſants over a Brood —. 


They wou'd not let me bef] any thing, for 
had din'd before I came. * pom 


Dug. Come, Sir, you ſhall ſerve my Siſter, I ſhafl 
ſtill continue kind to you, and if your Lady recom- 
mends your Diligence upon Trial, I'll uſe my Intereſt 
to advance you ; you have Senſe enough to expect Pre- 
ſerment.— Here, Sirrah, here's ten Guineas for 
thee, get thy ſelf a Drugget Suit and a Puff Wig, and 
ſo I dub thee Gentleman-Uſher. -—— Sifter, I 
muſt put my ſelf in repair, you may expect me in 
the Evening. — Wait on your Lady home, Petit. 


due et 

Pet. A Chair, a Chair, a Chair 
Ori. No, no, Tu walk home, tis but next Door. 
 [Exeunt. 


SCENE :@ Tavern, diſcovering young Mirabel and 
Duretete riſing from Table. 0 

Mir. Welcome to Paris once more, my dear Cap- 

tain, we have cat heartily, drank roundly, paid plen- 

tifully, — in ns 0 ans, I lik'd every thing 

but our Women, they look'd 6 lean and tawdry, 


poor 
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door Creatures ! Tis a ſure ſign the Army 1s not paid. 
Give me the plump Venetian, brisk and ſanguine, 


Fur. hat ſmiles upon me like the glowing Sun, and meets 
8 y Lips like ſparkling Wine, her Perſon ſhining as the 
ther 


laſs, and Spirit like the foaming Liquor. 

Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Daly J grant you; but for our 
Women here i in France, they are ſuch thin Brawn-fall'n 
Jades, a. Man may as well make a Bed-fellow of a 
Cane-Chair. 

Mir. France ! A light unſeaſon'd Country, nothing 
but Feathers, Foppery and Faſhions; we're fine indeed, 
ſo are our Coach-Horſes ; Men ſay we're Courtiers, Men 
abuſe us; that we are wiſe and politick, non credo Seig- 
neur ; That our Women have Wit; Parrots, mere _ 
rots, Aſſurance and a good Memory, ſets them up 3. 
lr. There's nothing on this fide the Alps worth my — 

a ble Service t'ye Ha Roma la Santa ! Italy for my 
— Money; their Cuſtoms, Gardens, Buildings, Paintings, 
y Muſick, Policies, Wine and Women ! the Paradiſe of 
1 
i 


the World ; not peſter'd with a parcel of pre- 
ciſe old gouty Fellows, that would debar their Children 
every-Pleaſure that they themſelves are paſt the Senfe 
of: commend me to the 7a/ian Familiarity : Here, 
Son, there's fifty Crowns, go pay your Whore her 
þ Week's Allowance. 
Dur. Ay, theſe are your Fathers for you, that under- 
| ſtand the Neceſſities of young Men; not like our muſty 
Dads, who- becauſe they cannot fiſh themſelves, would 
muddy. the Water, and ſpoil the Sport of them that 
can. But now you talk of the Plump, what d'ye think 
of a Dutch Woman ? 

Mir. A Dutch Woman's too compact; nay, every 
thing among 'em is ſo; a Dutch Man is thick, a Dutch 
Woman is ſquab, a Dutch Horſe is round, a Dutch 
Dog is. ſhort, a Dutch Ship is broad-bottom'd ; and, 
in ſhort, one wou'd ſwear the whole Product 'of the 
eee ee eee 


Dur. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Eg 
Mir. 
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Afr. The Women of England were excellent, did 
they not take ſuch unſuflerable Pains to ruin _ | 
Nature has made fo incomparably well; they wou'd 
he delicate Creatures indeed, cou'd they but — { 
arrive at the French Mien, or entirely let it alone ; for 
they only ſpoil a very good Air of their own, by an 
Imitation of ours; their Parliaments and our 
Taylors give Laws to their three Kingdoms. But 
come, Duretete, let us mind the Buſineſs in hand ; 
Miſtreſſes, we muſt have, and muſt take up with the 
Manufacture of the Place, and upon a competent Dili- 
gence we ſhall find thoſe in Paris ſhall match the a- — 


Lans from Top to Toe. don't 

Dur. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough, but for t 
what will become of your Friend ; you know I am N 
fo plaguy bafhful, ſo naturally an Aſs upon theſe Occa- Wh, [ 
ſions, that- upo 

Mir. Pſhaw, you muſt be bolder, Man: Travel three ball 
Years, and bring home ſuch a Baby as Baſhfulneſs ! A 04 


great luſty Fellow! and a Soldier ! fye upon it. 

2 Look'e, Sir, I can viſit, and I can ogle a little, 
as thus, or thus now. Then I can kiſs a- 
bundantly, and make a ſhift to but if they chance 
to give me a forbidding Look, as ſome Women, you 
know, have a deviliſh Caſt with their Eyes, —— or if 
they ery, hat dye mean; what d'ye take me for? 
Fye, Sir, remember who I am, Sir —— A Perſon of 
1 — L. gad ayer gan as flat 
25 2 Frying pan. 
Mir. Words & ebe aneh uind ny Furs you 
about upon your Heel with a jantè Air; hum out the 
End rn ; cut'a t and _ a- 
gain. ws : 

Dur. [imitares 116 No hang i it, *ewill 1 never do 
— Oons, What did ny Father mean by ſticking me 
up in an Univerſity, or to thinlc that I ſhou'd gain any 
thing by my. Head, in à Nation whoſe Genius lies all in 
their Heels! — Well, if ever I come to have 
Children of my on, they ſhall have the Education 


rern 
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| > the Country, * to dance before they 
an walk, and be taught to "ng r can ſpeak, 
Mir. Come, come, throw off that childiſh Humour, 
hut on Aſſurance, there's no avoiding it; ſtand all Ha- 
cy thou'rt a ſtout luſty Fellow, and haſt a good 
Eſtate, look bluff, hector, you have a goad Side-box 
ur Face, a pretty impudent Face; fo, that's pretty yell. 
ut ———— This Fellow went abroad like an Ox, and is 
| ; WH return'd like an Aſs. [ Hhde. 
Dur. Let me fee now, how I look. [PuNs out 4 
Poclet- Claſi, and looks on't.] A Side-box Face, fay you! 
—— — *Egad I don't like it, Mirabel. Fye, Sir, 
don't abuſe your Friends, I cou'd not wear ſuch a Face 
for the beſt Counteſs.in Chriſtendom. 
Mir. Why can't you, Blockhead, as well as I ? 
Dur. Why, thou haſt Impudence to ſet a good Face 
upon any thing; I wou'd. change half my Gold for 
half thy Braſs, with all my Heart. Who comes here? 
Odſo, Mirabel, your Father! 


Enter Old Mirabel. 


Old. Mir. Where's Bob ? dear Bob? 
Mir. Your Bleſſing, Sir. 

Qld Mir. My Blefling ! Dam ye, ye young Rogue; 
why did not you come to fee your Father furſt, Sirrah-? 
My dear Boy, I am heartily glad to fee thee, my dear 
Child, faith — Capt. Duretete, by the Blood of the 
Mirabell, I'm yours: Well, my Lads, ye look bravely 
'aith. ——— Bob, FF 

Mir. Not a Farthing, 8 

Old Mir. Why, \ pa i' thee a Souſe. 
Mir. e iſtoles. 

Old Mir. Why, then here's ten more ; T love to be 
charitable to thoſe that don't want it: <—— Well, and 
how d'ye like Hach, my Boys? 

Mir. "the Garden of the World, Sir ; Rome, Naples, 
Venice, Milan, and a thouſand others—— all Ang. | 

Old Mir. Ay, ſay you ſo ! And they ſay, Gat Cheri 
is very fine too. | a 


* 


* 
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Dur. Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent; a very ſcurvy 
Air, the moſt unwholeſome to a French Conſtitution it in rang 
the World. b 
Mir. Pſhaw, nothing on't ; theſe raſcally Gazetteer ngag! 
have miſinform'd you. ou, — 
Old Mir. Miſinform'd me ! Oons, Sir, were not we f 1 ba 
beaten there ? ent 
Mir. Beaten, Sir! the French beaten ! 0, Y« 
Ol Mir. Why, how was it, pray ſweet Sir? 
Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell you, | 
Dur. No, Sir, your Son will tell you. Let N 
Mir. The Captain was in the Action, Sir. | 
Dur. Your Son ſaw more than I, Sir, for he was a Who 
Looker-on. 

Old Mir. Confound you both for a brace of Cowards : 
here are no Germans to over-hear you ; why don't ye 
tell me how it was ? The 

Mir. Why, then you muſt know, that we march'd And 
up a Body of the fineſt, braveſt, well-dreſs'd Fellows in 

the Univerſe ; our Commanders at the Head of us, all 
Lace and Feather, like ſo many Beaux at a Ball — I 
don't believe there was a Man of em but cou'd dance 
a Charmer, Morbleu. 

Old Mir. Dance! very well, pretty Fellows, faith ! 
Mir. We caper d up to their very Trenches, and there 
faw peeping over a parcel of Scare-crow, Olive· colour d, 
Gunpowder Fellows, as ugly as the Devil. 

Dur. Lgad, I ſhall never forget the Looks of em, 
while I have Breath to fetch. 

Mir. They were ſo civil indeed as to welcome us 
with their Cannon ; but for the reſt, we found 'em 
ſuch unmannerly, rude, unſociable Dogs, that we grew 

tir'd of their Company, and ſo we cen danc'd __ 


OW As. And did ye All come back ? 
* No, two or three thouſand of us ftay'd be- 


. — Why, Bob, . 

g Mr. ks —— Feed they and not come tha 
: Night.——But come, Sir, we were talking of ſome- 
4 thing 
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ting elſe ; pray how does your lovely Charge, the fair 


Driana ? 
Old Mir. Ripe, Sir, juſt ripe ; you'll find it better 
ngaging with her than with the Germans, let me tell 
ou. And what wou'd you ſay, my young jo mag | 
f I had a Venus for thee too ? Comie, Bob, your Apart- 

ent is ready, and pray let your Friend be my Gueſt 
do, you ſhall command the Houſe between ye, and III 
' 2s merry as the beſt of you. 

Mir. Bravely faid, Father. 

Let Miſers bend their Age with niggard Cares, 
And ſtarve themſelves to pamper hungry Heirsz 
Who, living, ftint their Sons what Youth may crave, 
And make 'em revel o'er a Father's Grave. 
The Stock on which I grew does till diſpenſe 

Its Genial Sap into the blooming Branch; | 
The Fruit, he knows, from his own Root is grown, 
And therefore ſooths thoſe Paſſions once his own. 


The End of the firſt ACT. 


ers 


We 
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ACT IL 


S EN E, 0/4 Mirabel's Houſe. | 


Oriana and Biſarre. 


AD you love this young Rake, Tye? | 
ri. Yes. 
Bi. In ſpight of all his ill Uſage. 

Ori. I can't help it. 

Biſ. What's ws Matter Me! 

Ori. Paw 

Biſ. Um |-—= before that apy 
ing, flattering, rakehelly Fellow 4 ſhou'd a Hin, ue Tricks 
with me, I wou'd wear my Teeth W 

Lime 


Biſ. 
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Lime and Chalk.—O, the Devil take all yourCaſanar: 
and Cleopatra's for me. Prithee mind your Aj 
Modes and Faſhions 3 your Stays, Gowns and Furt 
lows. Hark'e, my Dear, have you got home yc 


furbelow'd Smoeks yet? Z 
Ori. Prithee be quiet, Bi/arre ; you know I can b 0 
as mad as you when this Mirabel is out of my Head. WW. 
Bi. Phaw ! wou'd he were out, or in, or ſome wa "ing 
to make you eaſy.— I warrant now, you'll play thi p 
Fool when he comes, and ſay you love him ; eh ! Sir 
Ori. Moſt certainly; —I can't diſſemble, Biſarre: ( 
beſides, "tis paſt that, we're contracted. ſha 
Bi, Contracted ! alack a day, poor thing. What 
you have chang'd Rings, or broken an old Bread. pier E 
between you ! Heark'e, Child, han't you broke ſome 
- thing elſe between ye ? 
Ora No, no, I can aſſure you, i Sir 
Bi. Then, what d'ye whine for? Whilſt I kep 
that in my Power, I wou'd make a Foel of any Fel. 
low in France, Well, I muſt confeſs, I do love a lit. tu 
tle Coquetting with all my heart! my Buſineſs ſhou'd 
de to break Gold with my Lover one Hour, and crack m 
my Promiſe the next; he ſhou'd find me one Day ye 
with a Prayer-book in my Hand, and with a Play. book f. 
another. He ſhov'd have my Conſent to buy the Wed- 
ding-Ring, and the next Moment wou'd I laygh in his g 
Face. | 
Ori. O my Dear, were there no greater Tye upon 
my Heart, than there is upon my Conſcience, I wou'd 
foon throw the Contract out o doors; but the Mif- 
chief on't is, I am fo fond of being ty'd that I'm 
forc'd.uo be juſt, and the Strength of my Paſſion keeps WM |} 
don the Inclination of my Sex. But here's the old 1 


Gentleman. 


- © Old. Mir. Where's my Wenches ? where's my two 
bile Girls: Eb! Here a ce, look to your ſelves, 


CO 


. 


% 
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aich, they're a coming, the Travellers are a coming. 


ell ! which of you two will be my Daughter-in-Law 
ow ? Biſarre, Biſarre, what ſay you, Mad-cap ? Mi- 


rabel is a pure wild Fellow. 


Bi/. I like him the worſe: 


Ol Mir. You lye, Huſſey, you like him the better, 
indeed you do: What ſay you, my t 'other little Fil- 
bert? he! 

"40 I ſappoſe the Gentleman will chuſe for himſelf, 


0% Mir. Why, that's diſcreetly faid ; and ſo he 
ſhall. 


Enter Mirabel and Duretete, they ſalute the Ladies. 


* Heark'e, you ſhall marry one of theſe Girls, 
Sirrah. | 
Mir. Sir, I'll marry em both, if you pleaſe. 

Bif. [ {ide. ] He'll find that one may ſerve his 
turn. 

Oli Mir. Both! Why, you youn d'ye banter 
me? — Come, Sir, take your = Duretete, 
you ſhall have your Choice too; but Robin ſhall chuſe 
firſt. Come, Sir, begin. 

Mir. Well, I an't the firſt Son that has made his Fa- 
ther's Dwelling a Bawdy-houſe — let me fee. 

Old Mir. Well ! which d'ye like ? | 
ae Mir. Both. 


+ Old Mir. But which will you marry ? 
. ; Mir. Neither. ä 
5 Old Mir. Neither Don't make me angry now, 


,s; pray don't make me angry.— Look“ e, Sirrah, if 
I don't dance at your Wedding to-morrow, I ſhall be 
very glad to cry at your Grave. 
Mir. That's a Bull, Father. : 
Old Mir. A Bull! Why, how now, ungrateful Sir, 
did I make thee a Man, that thou ſhouldſt make me a 


uy Beaſt ? 
h, Pa yo Pardon, Sir, 1 12 meant your Expreſ 
Vol. lM. B Old 
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oi Mir. Heark'e, Bob, learn better Manners, to your 
Father before Strangers : I won't be angry this time. 
—»— But Oons, it ever you do't again, you Raſcal, 
remember what I ſay. 

Mir. Pſhaw, what does the old Fellow mean by 
mewing me up here with a couple of green Girls? 
Come, Duretete, will you go? 

Ori. I hope, Mr. Mirabel, you ha'n't forgot — or 

Mir. No, no, Madam, I ha'n't forgot, I have brought 
you a thouſand little /:a/ian Curioſities ; I'll aſſure you, 
Madam, as fer as a hundred Piſtoles wou'd reach, I 
h2*n't ſorgot the leaſt Circumſlance. 

Ori. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. 

Mir. Odſo, the Relicks, Madam from Rome. I do 
remember now you made a Vow of Chaſtity before 
my Departure; a Vow of Chaſtity, or ſomething like 
it; was it not, Madam? 

Ori. O Sir, I'm anſwer'd at preſent. [Exit. 

Mir. She was coming full mouth upon me with her 
Contract Wou'd I might diſpatch F other. 

Dur. Mirabel! that Lady there, obſerve her, 
ſhe's wondrous pretty, faith, and ſeems to have but 
few Words; I like her mainly; {peak to her, Man, 
pirthee ſpeak to her. 

Mir. Madam, here's a Gentleman, who declares — 

Dur. Madam, don't believe him, I declare nothing 
— What the Devil do you mean, Man ? 

Mir. He ſays, Madam, that your are as beautiful as 
an Angel. 

Dur. He tells a damn'd Lye, Madam ; I fay no ſuch 
thing: Are you mad, Mirabel? Why, I ſhall drop 
down with Shame. 

Afr. And ſo, Madam, not doubting but your Lady- 
ſhip may like him as well he daes you, I think it 
proper to leave you together. 

» Duretete holds bim. 


(6. 
Dur. Hold, hold, — why Mirabel, Friend, fuxe 
you won't be ſo barbarous as to leave me alone. Pri- 
thee ſpeak to her for your ſelf, as it were. Lord, 
Lord, — pe: Ga a0 


Mir. 
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Mir. Your look mighty demure, Madam, — She's 


me 

..1 eecaf, Captain. | 

al BY Dur. hai much rather have her dumb. 

b Mir. The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promiſes 
* ſome extraordinary Fruits from your Study, which 


moves us with a Curiofity to enquire the Subje& of 
your Ladyſhip's Contemplation. Not a Word {! 

Dur. I hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechleſs ; if ſhe be, 
ſhe's mine this Moment. —— Mirabel, d'ye think a 
Woman's Silence can be natural ? 

Bi/. But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and 

which proceed from ſimple Enumeration, are dubi- 

** table, and proceed only upon Admittance | 
A Mir. Hoyty toyty ! what a Plague have we here ? 
* Plato in Petticoats. 6 

Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, Man; ſhe talks in my 
own Mother-Tongue. 

Bi. 'Tis expos d to Invalidity from a contradiftory 
Inſtance, looks only upon common Operations, and is 
infinite in its Termination. 

Mir. Rare Pedantry. ; 

Dur. Axioms ! Axioms ! Self- evident Principles. 

Biſ. Then the Ideas wherewith the Mind is pre- 
occupate. — O Gentlemen, ] hope you'll pardon 
Cogitation ; I was involv'd in a profound Point of Phi- 
loſophy; but 1 ſhall diſcuſs it ſomewhere elſe, being 
datisfy'd that the Subject is not agreeable to your 
Sparks, that profeſs the Vanity of the Times. 

(Exit. 

Mir. Go thy way, good Wiſe Bias : Do you hear, 
Duretete Doſt hear this ſtarch'd piece of Auſterity ? 

Dir. She's mine, Man; ſhe's mine: My own Ta- 

lent to a T. TIl match her in Dialects, faith. I was 
ſeven Years at the Univerſity, Man, nursd up with 
Barhara, Celarunt, Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did you 
ever know, Man, that twas Metaphyſicks made me 
an Aſs? It was, faith. Had ſhe talk d a Word of Sing- 
ing, Dancing, Plays, Faſhions, or the like, I had foun- 
der d at the firſt Step; but as ſhe is — Mirabel, wiſh - 
me Joy. 


. 


B 2 Mir. 
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Mir. Vou don't mean Marriage, I hope. yy 

Dur. No, no, I am a Man of more Honour. 

Mir. Bravely refoly'd, Captain, now for thy Credit, 
warm me this frozen Snow-ball, "twill be a Conquel 
above the Alt. 

Dur. But will you promiſe to be always near me? 

Mir. Upon all Occaſions, never fear. 

Dar. Why then, you ſhall fee me in two Aae 
make an Induction from my Love to her Hand, from 
her Hand to her Mouth, from her Mouth to her 
Heart, and fo conclude in her Bed, Categorematice. 

Mir. Now the Game begins, and my Fool is en- 
ter d. But here comes one to ſpoil my Sport; 
now ſhall I be teiz d to death with this old faſhion'd 
Contract. I ſhou'd love her too, if I might do it 
my own way, but ſhe'll do nothing without Wit- 
neſſes forſooth. I wonder Women can be ſo immo- 


deſt. 
| Enter Oriana. 

Well, Madam, why d'ye follow me ? 

Ori. Well, Sir, why do you ſhun me ? 

Mir. 'Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm naturally 
ſway'd by Inclination. 

Ori. Have you forgot our Contract, Sir? 

Mir. All I — Ah of that Contract i is, that i it was 
made ſome three Years ago, and that's enough in Con- 
ſcience to forget the reſt on't. 

Ori. *Tis ſufficient, Sir, to recolle& the paſſing of 
- it 3 for in that Circumſtance, I preſume, lies the Force 
of the Obligation. | 

Mir. Obligations, Madam, that are forc'd upon the 
_Will, are no tye upon the Conſcience ; I was a Slave 
to my Paſſion when I paſs'd the Inftrument ; but the 
Recovery of my Freedom makes the Contract void. 

Ori. Sir, you can't make that a Compulſion which 
was your own Choice; beſides, Sir, a Subjection to 
your own Deſires has not the Virtue of a forcible 
Conſtraint : And you will find, Sir, that to plead your 
Paſſion for the Killing of a Man, will —_— exempt 
you from the Juſtice — 

4 Mir. 
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- Mir. And ſo, Madam, you make the Sin of Mur- 
ther and the Crime of a Contract the very ſame, be- 
cauſe that Hanging and Matrimony are ſo * 
alike. 

Ori. Come, Mr. Mirabel, theſe Expreſſions I ex- 
pected from the Raillery of your Humour, but I hope 
for very different Sentiments from your Honour — 
Generoſity. 

Mir. Look'e, Madam, as for my Generoſity, tis at 
your Service, with all my Heart: I'll keep you a Coach 
and fix Horſes, if you pleaſe, only permit me to keep 
my Honour to my ſelf; for I can aſſure you, Madam, 
that the Thing call'd Honour is a Circumſtance abſo- 
lutely unneceſſary in a natural Correſpondence between 
Male and Female, and he's a Mad-man that-lays it out, 
conſidering its Scarcity, upon any ſuch trivial Occa- 
fions. There's Honour requir'd of us by our Friends, 
and Honour due to our Enemies, and they return it to 
us again ; but I never heard of a Man that left but an 
Inch of his Honour in a Woman's keeping, that cou'd 
ever get the leaſt Account on't. — Conſider, Madam, 
you have no ſuch thing among ye, and 'tis a main 
Point of Policy to keep no Faith with Reprobates — 
thou art a pretty little Reprobate, n 
thy Buſineſs. 

Ori. Well, Sir, even all this I will allow to the ai. 
of. your Temper ; z your Travels have improv'd your 
Talent of Talking, but they are not of Force, I hope, 
to impair your Morals. 

Mir. Morals ! Why there tis again now —— I tell 
thee, Child, there is not the leaſt Occafion for Morals 
in any Buſineſs between you and.I ——— Don't you 
know, that of all ron ane in the World there is no 
ſuch Cozenage and Deceit as in the Traffick between 
Man and Woman ; we ſtudy all our Lives long how to 
put Tricks upon one another What is your Buſi- 
neſs now, from the Time you throw away your ar- 
tificial Babies, but how to get natural ones with the 
moſt Advantage No Fowler lays abroad more 
Nets for his Game, nor a Hunter for his Prey, than 
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you do to catch poor innocent Men —— Why do ou 
fie three or four Hours at your Toy let in a Morning? 
only with a villanous Deſign to make ſome poor Fel- 
low a Fool before Night. What are your languiſhing | 
Looks, your ſtudy d Airs and AﬀeQations, but ſo many 
Raits and Devices to delude Men out of their dear Li- 
berty and Freedom? — What a'ye ſigh for > What 
dye weep for > What d'ye pray for 7 Why for a Huſ- 
band: That is, you implore Providence to aſſiſt you in 
the juſt and pious Deſign of making the wiſeſt of his 
_ a Pool, and the Head of the Creation a 
Ori. Sir, I am proud of my Power, and am refolv'd 
to ule it. | 
Mir. Hold, Hold, Madam, not ſo fat As you 
have Variety of Vanities to make Coxcombs of us; fo 
we have Vows, Oaths, and Proteitations of all Sorts 
and Sizes to make Fools of you. As you are very 
firange and whimſical Creatures, ſo we are allow'd as 
unaccountable Ways of managing you. And this, in 
ſhort, wy dear Creature, is our preſent Condition. I 
have ſworn and ly'd briskly to gain my Ends of yon; 
your Ladyſhip has patch'd and painted violently, to 
gan your Ends of me But, fince we are botii 
diſappointed, let us make a drawn Battle, and part 
clear on both Sides. # 
Ori. With all my Heart, Sir ; give me up my Con- 
tract, and Pl} never fee your Face again. 
Mir. Indeed I won't, Child. 
Ori. What, Sir, neither do one nor t'other? 
Vir. No, you ſhall die a Maid, unleſs you pleaſe to | 
be otherwiſe my Terms. 
Ori. What do you intend by this, Sir? 
Mir. Why, to ſtarve you into Compliance; look'e, 
ſhall never marry any Man; and you had as good 
me do you a Kindneſs as a Stranger. 
Ori. Sir, you're a 
Mir. What am 1, Miftret: ? 
Ori. A Villain, Sir? 
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Mir. Tin glad on't I never knew an honeſt 
ellow in my Life, but was a Villain upon theſe Oc- 
2fions. -—— Ha'n't you drawn your ſelf now into a 
7ery pretty Dilemma? Ha, ha, ha; the poor Lady has 


Ny made a Vow of Virginity, when ſhe thought of ma- 
Li- ling a Vow for the contrary. Was ever poor Woman 
at i ſo cheated into Chaſtity ? | 

1 Ori. Sir, my Fortune is equal to yours, my Friends 
in as powerful, and both ſhall be put to the Teſt, to do 
1s me Juſtice. 

a Mir. What! you'll force me to marry yon, will ye? 
3 O/i. Sir, the Law thall. 


Mir. But the Law can't force me to do any thing 
elſe, can it ? | 

Ori. Pſhaw, I deipiſe thee, Monſter. 

Mir. Kiſs and be Friends then Don't ery, Child, 
and you ſhall have your Sugar plumb Come, 
Madam, d'ye think I could be ſo unreaſonable as to 
make you faſt all your Liſe long? No, I did but jeſt, 
you ſhall have your Liberty; here, take your Contract, 
and give me mine. 

Ori. No, I won't. 

Mir. Eh ! What is the Girl a Fool? 

Ori. No, Sir, you ſhall find me cunning enough to 
do my ſelf Juſtice ; and ſince I muſt not depend upon 
your Love, I'll be reveng'd, and force you to marry 
me out of ſpight. ; . 

Mir. Then Ill beat thee out of ſpight ; and make a 
moſt confounded Husband. 

Ori. O Sir, I ſhall match ye: A good Husband makes 
good Wife at any time. 

Mir. I'll rattle down your China about your Ears. 
Ori. And Plt rattle about the City to run yo. in Debt 
for more. : 

Mir. Your Face. mending Toylet ſhall fly out of the 
Window. | 
Ori. And your Face-mending Periwig ſhall fly af- 
ter it. 

Mir. Tl tear the Furbelow off your Clothes, and 
B 4 when 
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when you ſwoon for Vexation, you ſha'n't have 2 | 


Penny to buy a Bottle of Harts-horn. 
ons And you, Sir, ſhall have Harts-horn in abun. 


Mir Fl keep as many Miſtreſſes as I have Coach 
Horſes. 


Ori. And I'll keep as many Gallants as you have 


Grooms. Pei 
Mir. Pl lie with your Woman before your Face. you 1 
" Ori. Have a care of your Valet behind your Back. begin 
Mir. But, ſweet Madam, there is ſuch a thing as a D: 


Ori. But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a thing as Alimony, 
fo divorce on, and ſpare not [Exit. | 
Mir. Ay, that ſeparate Maintenance | is the Devil — } 
there's their Refuge — o' my Conſcience, one wou'd 
take Cuckoldom for a meritorious Action, becauſe the 

Women are ſo handſomely rewarded for't. * 
xit. 


SCENE changes to à large Parker in the 
Jams Houſe. 


Enter Duretete and Petit. 
Dur. And ſhe's mighty peeviſh, you ſay ? 
Pet. O Sir, ſhe has a Tongue as long as my Leg, 
and talks fo crabbedly, you wou'd think ſhe always 
ſpoke WG. 

Dar. That's an odd Language, methinks, for her 
Philoſopby. 

Pet. But ſometimes ſhe will fit you half a Day with- 
out ſpeaking a Word, and talk Oracles all the while by 
the Wrinckles of her Forehead, and the Motions "A her 
Eye- brows. 

Dur. Nay, I ſhall match her in philoſophical | Ogles, 
faith; that's my Talent: I can talk beſt, you muſt 
know, when I ſay nothing. 

Pet. But d'ye ever laugh, Sir ? 

Dur. Laugh! Won't the endure laughing? 


Pet. 
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Pe. Why ſhe's a Critick, Sir, ſhe hates a Jeſt, for 
Far it ſhould pleaſe her; and nothing keeps her in 
n. rlumour but what gives her the Spleen. And then 
or Logick, and all that, you know 
h. "Ii Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, I have been praQtifing 
hard Words, and no Senſe, this Hour to entertain 
her. 
Pet. Then place your ſelf behind this Screen, that 
you uy have a View of her Behaviour before you - 


vel 


Dur I long to engage her, leſt I ſhod'd forget my 
Leſſon. 

Pet. Here ſhe comes, Sir, I muſt fy y. 
[Exit Pet. and Dur. flands peeping behind the Curtain. 


oO Gs 5 2» »* 


Enter Biſarre and Maid. 
Biſ. [With a Book) Pſhaw, hang Books, 3 ſour 
our Temper, ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin our Complexi- 


. ons. [Throws away the Book. 
Dur. Eh ! The Devil ſuch a Word there is in all 
Ariftotle. 


Biſ. Come, Wench, let's be free, call in the Fiddle, 
there's no body near us. 


Enter Fiddler. 
Dur. Wou'd to the Lord there was not. 
Bi/. Here, Friend, a Minuet! —quicker Time; ha— 
wou'd we had a Man or two. 
Dur. [Stealing away.] You ſhall have the Devil 
ſooner, my dear dancing Philoſopher. 
. Bi/. Uds my Life! — Here's one. 

[Runs to Dur. and hales * back. 
Dur. Is all my learn'd Preparation come to thisÞ 
Bi Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good 
Boy — you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one 
—— Come, ſtrike up — I know you dance well, Sir, 
you're finely ſhap'd for't — Come, come, Sir ; quick, 
quick, you miſs the Time elſe. _ ; 
Dur. But, Madam, I come to alk with: you... 


B 5 | Bi 


is Ly, * 
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- Biſ. Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, 

come. , 

D. But we were talking of Dialecticks. 


b 8 

Biſ. Hang DialeQticks — Mind the Time — quicker, * 
Sirrah, [To the Fidler] Come, — and how d' ye find. t 
your ſelt now, Sir? C 

Dur. In a fine breathing Sweat, Doctor. | 

Bi,. All the better, Patient, all the better —— 
Come, Sir, ſing now, fing, I know you ſing well; E 
I ſee you have a ſinging Face; a heavy dull Sonato 
Face. | 


Dur. Who, I ſing? 
Bi/. O you're modeſt, Sir — but come, fit down, 
cloſer, cloſer. Here, a Bottle of Wine — Come, Sir, | 
fa, la, lay ; ſing, Sir. | : 
Dar. Bur, Madam, I came to talk with you. 
B/. O Sir, you ſhall drink firſt. Come, fill me a 
Bumper —— here, Sir, bleſs the King. 
Dur. Wou'd I were out of his Dominions. — By 
this Light, ſhe'll make me drunk too. 
B/. O parden me, Sir, you ſhall do me right, fill 
it higher. Now, Sir, can you drink a Health 
under your Leg? | 
Dur. Rare Philoſophy that, Faith. 
Bi, Come, off with it to the Bottom. Now, 
how d'ye like me, Sir ? 
Dur. ©, mighty well, Madam. | 
Biſ. You ſee how a Woman's Fancy varies, ſome» 
times ſplenetick and heavy, then gay and frolickſome. 
— And how d'ye like the Humour ? | 
Dar. God Madam, let me fit down to anſwer you, 
for I am-heartily tir'd. 

Fye upon't; a young Man, and tir'd ! up for 
flame, and walk about, Action becomes us — a little: 
faſter, Six —— What d'ye think now of my Lady La 
Eat, and Lady Get, the Duke's fair Daughter? 
Hs) Are they not brick Lafſes ? Then there is black 

Mrs. Bellair, and brown Mrs. Bellſace. 
Dir. hey are all Strangers to me, Madam. 


Bi. 
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Bi/. But let me tell you, Sir, that brown is not al- 
ways defpicable O Lard, Sir, if young Mrs. Ba- 
gatell had kept her ſelf ſingle till this time o Day, 
what a Beauty there had been! And then, you know, 
the charming Mrs. Monkey/zve, the fair Gem of St. 
Germains. | 
Dur. Upon my Soul, I dowt, 
Bi. And then you muſt have heard of the EngizÞ 
Beau, Splcenamore, how unlike a Geetleman 
Dur. Hey — not a Syllable on't, as I hope to be 
ſaved, Madam. 
Bi/. No! Why then play me a Jig. Come, Sir. 
Dur. By this Light I cannot ; faith, Madam, I have 
ſprain'd my Leg. 
Bi/. Then fit you down, Sir; and now tell me what's 


your Buſineſs with me? What's your Errand ? Quick, 


quick, diſpatch-— Odſo, may be you are ſome Gen- 
tleman's Servant, that has brought me a Letter, or a 
Haunch of Veniſon. 

Dur. Sdeath, Madam, do I look like a Carrier? 

Bif. O; ery you Mercy, I ſaw you juſt now, I miſ- 
took you, upon my Word ; you are one of the tra- 
velling Gentlemen -- and pray, Sir, how do all our 
impudent Friends in Tay? 

Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with a more 
ſerious Intention than your Entertainment has an- 
ſwer'd. 

Bi/: Sir, your Intention of waiting on me was the 
greateſt Affront imaginable, howe'er your Expreſſions 
may turn it to a Complement: Vour Viſit, Sir, was 
intended as a Prologue to a very ſcurvy Play, of which 
Mr. Mirabel and you fo handſomely. laid the Plot 
Marry! No, no, I'm a Man of more Honour. Where's 
your Honour? Where's your Courage now? Ads my: 
Eife, Sir, I have a great Mind to kick yu 
Go, go to your Fellow-Rake now, rail at my Sex: 
and get drunk for Vexatien, and write a Lampoon. 
But I muft have you to know Sir, that my 
Reputation is above the Scandal of a Libel, my Vir- 
tue is ſufficiently approv'd to thoſe. whoſe Opinion 1s 

| r 
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my Intereſt : And for the reſt, let them talk what they /. 
will; for when I pleaſe I'll be what I pleaſe, in ſpight WD. 
of you and all Mankind; and ſo my dear Man of , de: 
Honour, if you be tir'd, con over this Leſſon, and fit Mt an 
there till I come to you. [Runs off. 


Dar. Tum ti dum. [Sing-] Ha, ha, ha, Ads my iz 
Life : I have a great Mind to kick you ! — Oons and — 
Confuſion ! [Starts ap] Was ever Man fo abus'd —— MEnatw 
Ay, Mirabel ſet me on. | 


| Enter Petit. a cr 

Pet. Well, Sir, how d'ye find your ſelf ? epo 
Dar. You Son of a nine - ey'd Whore, d' ye come to 
abuſe me ? I'll kick you with a Vengeance, you Dog. 
: [Petit runs off, and Dur. after him. 
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ACT m. - 
N SCENE continues. _ 


Oli Mirabel and the Young. 


O Mir. B OB, come hither, Bob. 
Mir. Your Pleaſure, Sir ? han 
Old Mir. Are not you a great Rogue, Sirrah ? 
Mir. That's a little out of my Comprehenſion, Sir, 
for P've heard ſay, that I reſemble my Father. | 
Old Mir. Your Father is your very humble Slave — 
I tell thee what, Child, thou art a very pretty Fellow, 
and I love thee heartily ; and a very great Villain, and 
I hate thee mortally. | | 
Mir. Villain, Sir! Then I muſt be a very impudent 
me, for I can't recolleR any Paſſage of my Life that 


Pm aſham'd of. 8 
O14 Mir. Come hither, my dear Friend; doſt ſee 
this Picture? [Shes him à little Pidure. 


Mir. 
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r,. Orian's ? Plhaw ! 
a Mir. What, Sir, won't you 3 upon't ? — 
WS dear Bo}, prithee come hither no- DoR 
t any Money, Child? 
Er. No, Sir. 
o Mir. Why then here's ſome for thee ; come here 
Me How canſt thou be fo hard-hearted, an 
1 natural, unmannerly Raſcal (don't miſtake me, Child, 
nt angry) as to abuſe this tender, lovely, good-na- 
oF dear Rogue ? - Why, ſhe ſighs for thee, 
Wd cries for thee, pouts for thee, and ſnubs for m. 
Ne poor little Heart of it is like to burſt —— 
Wome, my dear Boy, be good-natur'd like your nown 
ather, be now and then ſee here, read this 
the Effigies of the lovely Oriana, with ten 
ouſand Pound to her Portion --— ten thouſand Pound 
ou Dog ; ten thouſand Pound you Rogue ; how dare 
our refaſe a Lady with ten thouſand Pound, you im- 
dudent Raſcal ? 
Mir. Will you hear me ſpeak, Sir? 
Old Mir. Hear you ſpeak, Sir ! If you had ten 
thouſand Tongues, you cou'd not out-talk ten thouſand 
Pound, Sir. 
| Mir Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me I'll be gone, 
ir! I'l] take Poſt for tay this Moment. 
Od Mir. Ah ! the Fellow knows I won't part with 
him. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay ? 
Mir. The univerſal Reception, Sir, that Marriage 
has had in the World, is enough to fix it for a pub- 
lick Good, and to draw every body into the Common 
Cauſe; but there are ſome Conſtitutions like ſome In- 
ſtruments, ſo peculiarly ſingular, that they make tole- 
rable Muſick: by themſelves, but never do well in a 
Conſort. 
Old Mir. Why this is Reaſon, I muſt confeſs, bue 
yet tis Nonſenſe too; for tho' you ſhou'd reaſon like 


an Angel, if you argue your {elf out of a good Eſtate, 
you talk like a Fool. ; 


Vr. 
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Mir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with 
the Riches of Cræſus, you leave me but a Beggar for 
want of my Liberty. 

Old Mir. Was ever ſuch a perverſe Fool heard? 


38 


*Sdeath, Sir, why did I give you Education ? was it to | 
diſpute me out of my Senſes ? Of what Colour now is 
the Head of this Cane? You'll ſay tis white, and, ten | 


to one make me believe it too I thought that 
young Fellows ſtudy'd to get Money. 

Mir. No, Sir, I have ſtudy d to deſpiſe it; my 
Reading was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir. 


Old Mir. There he has me agen now. But, Sir, did | 


not I marry to oblige you ? 

Mir. To oblige me, Sir, in what reſpect pray? 

Oli Mir. Why, to bring you into the World, Sir; 
wa'n't that an Obligation ? 

Mir. And becauſe I wou'd have it ſtill an Obligation, 
I avoid Marriage. 

Old. Mir. How is that, Sir? 
Fog Becauſe I wou'd not curſe the Hour I was 
Old Mir. Look'e, Friend, you may perſuade me out 
of my Defigns, but I'll command you out of yours; 
and. tho“ you may convince my Reaſon that you are 
in the right, yet there is an old Attendant of Sixty- 
three, call'd Poſitiveneſs, which you nor all the Wits 
in Zaly ſhall ever be able to ſhake ; ſo, Sir, you're 
2 Wit, and I'm a Father; you may talk, but Fll be 
obey'd. h 

Mir. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman 
than the Father ; they firſt give us Breeding that they 
don't underſtand, then they turn us out of Doors cauſe 
we are wiſer than themſelves. But I'm a little afore- 
hand with the old Gentleman. [ Aſide.] Sir, you have 
been pleas'd to ſettle a thouſand Pound Sterling a Year 
upon me; in return of which, I have a very great Ho- 
nour for you and your Family, and ſhall take care ther 
your only and beloved Son ſhall do nothing to make 
him hate his Father, or to hang himſelf. So, dear Sir, 
I'm your very humble Servant. [Runs off. 
; Ola 
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Old Mir. Here, Sirrah, Rogue, Bob, Villain f 


Enter Dugard. 

Dag. Ah, Sir, tis but what he deſerves. 

Ol Mir. "Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve it: what 
have you to ſay againſt my Boy, Sir? 

Dug. I ſhall only repeat your own Words. 

Old Mir. What have you to do with my Words? I 
have ſwallow'd my Words already, T have eaten them 
up, and how can you come at em, Sir ? ä 

Dug. Very eaſily, Sir: "Tis but mentioning your 
mjur'd Ward, and you will throw them up again im- 
mediately. | 

Old Mir. Sir, your Siſter was a fooliſk young Flirt: 
to truſt any ſuch young, deceitful, rake-helly Rogue, 
like him. 

Dug. Cry you Mercy, old Gentleman, I thought 
we — 'd have the Words again. 

Oli Mir. And what then ? Tis the way with young. 
Fellows to ſlight old Gentlemen's Words. you never 
mind 'em when you ought. J fay, that Bod's. 
an honeft Fellow, and who dares deny it? 


Enter Biſarre. 
Bi/. That dare I, Sir : —— L fay, that your gon 


; a wild, foppiſh, whimſical, impertinent Coxcomb ; 


and were I abus'd as this Gentleman s Siſter is, I wou'd 
make it an Italian Quarrel, and poiſon the whole Fa- 
mily. 

Dug. Come, Sir, "tis no time for triffing, my Siſter 
is abus'd ; you are made ſenſible of the Aﬀeont, and 
your Honour is coneern'd to ſee her redreſs d. 

OH Mir. Look'e, Mr. Dugard, good Words go far- 
theft. I will do your Sifter Juſtice, but it muſt be af- 
ter my own rate, no-body muſt abuſe my Son but my 
ſelf. For altho Robin N yet he's no body's 
Puppy but my own. 

Bif Ay, that's my ſweet-natur'd, kind old Gentle- 
man [Fheedling him.] We will be good then, if 
rats join with us in a the Plot, * 
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Old Mir. Ah, you. coaxing young Baggage, what 
Plot can you have to wheedle a Fellow of Sixty three ? 

Bif. A Plot that Sixty three is only good for, to 
bring other People together, Sir; a Span Plot leſs 
dangerous than that of Eighty eight, and you muſt act 
the Spaniard cauſe your Son will leaſt ſuſpect you; and 
if he ſhou' d, your Authority protects you from a Quar- 
rel, to which Oriana is unwilling to expoſe her Brother. 
© Old Mir. And what part will you act in the Bufineſs, | 
Madam ? | | 
_ * Bi.” Myſelf, Sir; my Friend is grown a perfe& | 

ing: theſe fooliſh Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads 
preſently ; the Fellows no ſooner turn Knaves, but we 
tarn Fools: But I am ſtill myſelf, and he may expect 
the moſt ſevere Uſage from me, cauſe I neither love | 
him, nor hate him. [Exit. 
Ol Mir. Well ſaid, Mrs. Paradox; but, Sir, who 
muſt open the Matter to him ? 
* Dug. Petit, Sir, who is our Engineer General. And 
here he comes. 2 


* 


Enter Petit. | | 
Pez. O Sir, more Diſcoveries ; are all Friends about 
gs ? 
" Dug. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely. 
Pet. You muſt know, Sir od's my Life, 
Tm out of Breath; you muſt know, Sir —— you muſt 
know — | 


Oli Mir. What the Devil muſt we know, Sir? 
Pet. That I have [Pants and blows) brib'd, Sir, 
brib'd your Son's Secretary of State. ; 
Old. Mir. Secretary of State! who's that, for 
Heav'n's fake ? | 
Pet. His Valet-de-Chambre, Sir? You muſt know, 
Sir, that the Intrigue lay folded up with his Maſter's 
Clothes, and when he went to duſt the Embroider'd 
Suit, the Secret flew out of the right Pocket of his 
Coat, in a whole iwarm of your Crambo Songs, ſhort- 
footed Odes, and long-legg'd Pindaricks. 
Old Mir. Impoſlible ! .. 


Pet. 
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Pet. Ah, Sir, he has lov'd her all along; there was 
Driana in every Line, but he hates Marriage : Now, 

Sir, this Plot will ſtir up his Jealouſy, and we ſhall know 
by the Strength of that how to proceed farther. 

ome, Sir, lets about it with ſpeed. 

Tis Expedition gives our King the Sway ; 

dor Expedition too the French give way; , 
Swift to attack, or ſwift — to run away. 1 


It 


wa © OW” GW 


Enter Mirabel and Biſarre, paſſing carele/ly os one 


another. 


Bi/. [ 4fde.] I wonder what ſhe can ſee in this ra. 
low to like him? 


Mir. [ 4fide.) I wonder what my Friend can ſee in 

this Girl to admire her ? 

Biſ. [Afide.) A wild, foppiſh, extravagant Rake-hell. 
Mir. [ Afae.] A light, whimſical, impertinent Mad- 

Cap. 


Bi Whom do you mean, Sir ? 
Mir. Whom do you mean, Madam 
Biſ. A Fellow that has nothing left to re-eſtabliſh lin 


for a human Creature, but a prudent Reſolution to 
hang himſelf. 


Mir. There is a Way, Madam, to force me to that 
Reſolution. 

Bi/. T'll do't with all my Heart: 

Mir. Then you muſt marry me. 

Biſ. Look'e, Sir, don't think your ill Manners * me 
ſhall excuſe your ill Uſage of my Friend; nor by 
a Quarrel here, to divert my Zeal for the abſent; for 
I'm reſolv'd, nay, I come prepar'd to make you a Pa- 
negyrick, that ſhall mortify your Pride like any modern 
Dedication. 

Mir. And I, Madam, like a true modern Patron, tall 
hardly give you thanks for your Trouble. 

Biſ. Come, Sir, to let you ſee what little Foundas 
tion you have for your dear ho I'll take you 
to pieces. 


Mir. 
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Mir. And what Piece will you chuſe ? 
bir. Your Heart, to be ſure ; cauſe I ſhou'd get pre. 

ſently rid on't ; your Courage I wou'd give to a Hector, 

your Wit to a lewd Play-maker, your Honour to an} 

Attorney, your Body to the Phyſicians, and your Soul 

to its Maſter. 
Mir. I had the oddeſt Dream laſt Night of chef 

Dutcheſs of Burgundy ; methought the Furbelows q 

her Gown were pinn'd up ſo high behind, that I cou'd | 

not ſee her Head for her Tail. f 
Bif. The Creature don't mind me ! do you think, 

Sir, that your humourous Impertinence can divert me? Qs 

No, Sir, I'm above any Pleaſure that you can give, but 

that of ſeeing you miſerable. And mark me, Sir, m : 

Friend, my injur'd. Friend ſhall yet be doubly happy, awa) 

and you ſhall be a Husband as much as the Rites of 

Marriage, and the Breach of em can make you. * 

[Here Mir. pulls out a Virgil, and read: to r 
while Se ſpeaks.) 


Mir. A At Regina duls, ( quis gau popu 


"" Difmalare nia ork, perfil tnten [Very true] 
Poe nefas. 


By your Favour, Friend Virgil, "twas but a raſcal: | 
ET Ts to forſake poor Pug fo inhu- 
manly 

Bif. I don't know what to ſay to him. The Devil 
m—_— Fig to us, Sir? 

Mir. Very much, Madam, the moſt appropo in the 
World for, what ſhou'd I chop upon, but the ve- f 
ry Place where the perjur d Rogue of a Lover and the 2 
forſaking Lady are batteling it Tooth and Nail. Come, 
your Spirits no longer, we'll take an 


eaſier Method: I'll be ueas now, and you ſhall be ba 
Di, and we'll rail by Book. Now for you, Madam Þ 
pry n 

| 1 


Nec 
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Nec te nofter amor, nee te data dextera quondam, 
Nec Moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido 
h, poor Dido / [ Looking at her. 


pre. 
tor, 
an 
oull 

= 5:7. Rudeneſs, Affronts, Impatience ! I cou'd almoſt 
art out even to Manhood, and want but a Weapon as 
png as his to fight him upon the Spot. What ſhall I 
ay ? | 
— Now ſhe rants. 


Au quibus anttferam ? jam jam nec Maxima Juno. 
Biſ. A Man! No, the Woman's Birth was ſpirited 


away. | 
Mir. Right, right, Madam, the very Words. 
Biſ. And ſome pernicious Elf left in the Cradle with 
humane Shape to pa lliate growing Miſchief. 


[Both /peak together, and raiſe their Voices by Degrees. 


the 
of 
ud 


2 
Kk, Y 
e ? 
ut x 


7 i 
2 N 
of 


Mir. Perfide, fed duris genuit te Cautibus horrens 
Caucaſus, Hyrcaneque admorunt Ubera Tigres. 


Bif. Go, Sir, fly to your Midnight Revels. — 
Mir. (Excellent. ] 7 /equere taliam wentis, pete regnas 
per undas, | | 
 Spero equidem mediis, fi quid pia Numina pati 
[ Together again. 


Bi. Converſe with Imps of Darkneſs of your Malte, 
your Nature tarts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the Touch 
of Virtue. Now the Devil take his Impudence, he 
r I don't know whether to cry or laugh at 


Mir. Bravely perform'd, my dear Eibyan ; Pit 
write the Tragedy of Dido, and you ſhall a& the Part : 
But you do nothing at all, unleſs you fret yourſelf 
mto a Fit; for here the poor Lady is ſtifled with Va- 
pours, drops into the Arms of her Maids; and wor 

| cr 
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cruel, barbarous, deceitful Wanderer, is in the ven 
227 Line call'd Pzous -Eneas. — Tre) $ Authority 
rye. 


Sorry indeed AZ neas ſtood 
: To ſee her in a Pout; 
But ove himſelf, who ne'er thought mod 
To ſtay a ſecond Bout, 
Commands him off with all his Crew, 
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. Runs of. 


Bi. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, agree- 
able Fellow. O' my Conſcience I muſt excuſe Ori 
ana. 
That Lover ſoon his angry Fair diſarms, 
Whoſe lighting pleaſes, and whoſe Faults are Charms. 


| Euter Petit, runs about to every Door, b 
Pet. Mr. Mirabel! Sir, — are you ? no where | 


to be found ? 
Enter Mirabel. ? 

Mir. What's the Matter, Petit? 

Pet. Moſt critically met. —— Ah, Sir, that one 
who has follow'd the Game fo long, and brought the 
pe Hare juſt under his Paws, ſhould let a Mungrel 
in, and run away with the Puſs. A 

S1 If your Worſhip can get out of your Allegories, 
be pleas d to tell me in three Words what you mean. 


Pet. Plain, plain, Sir. Your Miſtreſs and mine is Pi 
going to be marry'd. Al 
Mir. I believe you lye, Sir. 5 m 
Pet. Vour humble Servant, Sir. Going. B 
- Mir. Come hither, Petit. Marry'd, ſay you? 0 


Pet. No, Sir, tis no Matter; I only thought to do 
you a Service, but I ſhall take Care how I confer my 
Favours for the future. 

Mir. Sir, I | beg ten thouſand Pardens. . 
n how. 


4 


Pet. 


Veh 
rity 


ri. 


re 


Lights for her Honour. 
ſtant Attender at my Lord's Levee, to work my Way 
to my Lady's Couchee — 


Dir. 
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Pet. Tis enough, Sir, — I come to tell you, Sir, 
hat Oriana is this Moment to be ſacrific d; marry'd 
aſt Redemption. | 
Mir. I underſtand her, ſhe'll take a Husband out of 
pight to me, and then out of Love to me ſhe will 
nake him a Cuckold; tis ordinary with Women to 
narry one Perſon for the Sake of another, and to 
brow themſelves into the Arms of one they hate, to fe- 
ure their Pleaſure witk the Man they love. But who 
s the happy Man? | 

Pet. A Lord, Sir. I | 

Mir. I'm her Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant ; 
Train and a Title, hey ! Room for my Lady's Coach, 
2 Front-row in the Box for her Ladyſhip ; Lights, 
Now muſt I be a con- 


a Counteſs, I preſume, 


Pet. A Spaniſs Count, Sir, that Mr. Dugard knew 


abroad, is come to Paris, ſaw your Miſtreſs Yeſterday, 


marries her To-day, and whips her into Spain To- mor- 
ow. | 

Mir. Ay, is it ſo? and muſt I follow my Cuckold 
over the Pyrenees ? Had ſhe marry'd within the Pre- 
cincts of a Billet-deux, I wou'd be the Man to lead her 
to Church; but as it happens, I'll forbid the Banes. 
Where is this mighty Don? | | 

Pet. Have a Care, Sir, he's a rough croſs-grain'd 
Piece, and there's no tampering with him; wou'd you 
apply to Mr. Dugard, or the Lady her ſelf, ſomething 
might be done, for it is in Deſpight to you, that the 
Buſineſs is carry'd ſo haſtily. Odſo, Sir, here he 
comes. I muſt be gone. [Exit, 


Enter Old Mir. dreſid in 4 Spaniſh Habit, leading 
Oriana. bs 9185 

Ori. Good my Lord, a nobler Choice had better 
ſuited your Lordſhip's Merit. My Perſon, Rank, and 
Circumſtance, expoſe me as the publick Theme of 
Raillery, and ſubject me to fo injurious Uſage, my 
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Lord, that I can lay no Claim to any Part of your Re. 
gard, except your Pity. 


Old Mir. Breathes he vital Air, that dares preſuneſ, © 
With rude Behaviour to profane ſuch Excellence? 7 5 
Shew me the Man —— Tho 
And you ſhall ſee how my ſudden Revenge belie 
Shall fall upon the Head of ſuch Preſumption. aue 
Is this Thing one ? [Strutting up to Mirabel. WY. ... 

Mir. Sir | | Rh 

Ori. Good my Lord. Vil 

Old Mir. If he, or any he! b 

Ori. Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman's a Stranger. * ! 

Old Mir. O your Pardon, Sir but if you had— 7 
remember, Sir— the Lady now is mine, her Injuries Me 
are mine ; therefore, Sir, you underſtand me — Come, p 
Madam. [Leads Oriana to the Door, br * 

| goes off, Mir. runs to his Father, "9 
and pulls bim by the Sleeve. " 

Mir. E conte, Monfeur Le Count. "Ws 

Old Mir. Your Buſineſs, Sir? wot 

Mir. Boh! 

Old Mir. Boh! What Language is that, Sir? Ent 

Mir 4 Spaniſb, my Lord. 

Old Mir. What d' ye mean? 

Mir. This, Sir. [Trips up bis Heel. N 

Oli Mir. A very conciſe Quarrel, truly T11 bully | 
him. ——Trinidado Seigneur, give me fair Play. Gi 

* T[Oftring to riſi. 

Mir. By all Means, Sir, [Takes away his Sword.] Now 
Ceigneur, where's that bombaſt Look, and fuſtian Face 
your ip wore juſt now? 

| [Serikes hin. . 

Old Mir. The Rogue quarrels well, very well, my MW 1; 


own Son right !—But hold, Sirrah, no more Jeſting ; 
I'm your Father, Sir, your Father. Gi 
Mir. My Father ! Then by this Light I cou'd find 
an my Heart to pay thee. Late! Is the Fellow mad ? 
why ſure, Sir, I ha'n't frighted you out of your 
? 


Qu Mr. But you have, Sir. . 


Air. 
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ö Mir. Then I'Il beat them into you again. 
* [Offers to flrike him. 
Old Mir. Why Rogue —— Be, dear Bob, don't 
you know me, Child ? 
Mir. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellow's downright diſtracted : 
Thou Miracle of Impudence ! wou'dſt thou make me 
believe that fuch' a grave Gentleman as my Father 
wou'd go a Maſquerading thus? That a Perſon of 
threeſcore and three wou'd run about in a Fool's Coat 
to diſgrace himſelf and Family ? Why, you impudent 
Villain, do you think I will ſuffer ſuch an Affront to 
paſs upon my honcur d Father, my worthy Father, my 
dear Father ? *Sdeath, Sir, mention, my Father but once 
again, and Tl ſend your Soul to thy Grandfather this 


me 


1 Minute! [Offering to flab him. 
* O Mir. Well, well, I am not your Father. 

"” Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the ſaucy, hectoring 
er, Spaniard, and I'll uſe you accordingly. 


227 Old Mir. The Devil take the Spaniard;, Sir, we 
have all got nothing but Blows ſince we began to take 
their Part. 


Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs ts 
Mirabel, the reft to the Old Genileman. 


Dug. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your Father ! 
* Mir. My Father! What is the whole Family mad ? 
Give me Way, Sir, I won't be held. 

Old Mir. No? nor I neither; let me be gone, pray. 

{ Offering to go. 
x: Mir. My Father ! | 24 
a Old Mir. Ay, you Dog's Face ! I am your Father, 
is oy I have bore as much for thee, as your Mother ever 
id. | 

B Mir. O ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems a De- 
A Kgn, a Contrivance, a Stratagem —— Oh! how my 


17 Bones ake 1 
Old Mir. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours? 
* Mir. Why, Sir, ha'n't I been beating my own Fieſh 


and Blood all this while? O Madam, {To 9 
a wi 
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wiſh your Ladyſhip Joy of your new Dignity. Her 


was a Contrivance ind F. 
- Pet. The Contrivance was well enough, Sir, for they 2 
impos'd upon us all. 
Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don Quixii P 
battel for you bravely ? My Father will anſwer for the way 
Force of my Love. 2 
. Ori. Pray, Sir, don't inſult the Misfortunes of your to 8 
own creatin I 


Dug. My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, if I} 
ftand tamely now. ¶ Comes up between Mirabel and J 
bis Sifter.) Well, Sir! thre 

Mir. Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of your 

- Tenants, Sir, that you put on your Landlord face at 


me ? = Sir, 
Dug. On what Preſumption, Sir, dare you aſſume} | 
thus ? Draw: fo | 
Old Mir. What's that to you, Sir. [Drew | 


Pier. Help, help, the Lady faints. 
TOriana falls into her Maid's hal 
Mir. Vapours ! Vapours ! ſhe'll come to her ſelf ;} 
If it be an angry Fit, a Dram of 4/a Fætida 0 f 
Jealouſy, Harts-horn in Water If the Mother, 
rat Feathers — If Grief, Rania If it be ftrai 
Stays, or Corns, _ 5 nothing like a Dram of plain} 
Brandy. [Exit. 
Ori. Hold off, gire me Air O my Brother, 
wou d you preſerve my Life, endanger not your own ; | 
-wou'd you defend my Reputation, leave it to it ſelf; } 
-*tis a dear Vindication that's purchas'd by the Sword; 
for tho our Champion prove victorious, yet our Ho- 
- nour is v 
Ol Mir. Ay, and your Lover may be wounded, 
that s another Thing. But I think you are pretty brisk 
again, my Child. 
Ori. Ay, Sir, my Indiſpoſition was only a Pretence | 
to divert the Quarrel ; the capricious Taſte of your Sex, 
excuſes this Artifice in ours, 


For 
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For often, when our chief Perfections fail, 
Our chief Defects with fooliſh Men prevail. [Exit. 


Pet. Come, Mr. Dugard, take Courage, there is a 
way till left to fetch him again. 


Old Mir. Sir, I'll have no Plot that has any Relation 
to Spain. 

Dug. I ſcorn all Artifice whatſoever; my Sword ſhall 
do her Juſtice. 

Pet. Pretty Juſtice, truly! Suppoſe you run him 
thro' the Body; you run her thro' the Heart at the 
fame time. 

Old Mir. And me thro' the Head — rot your Sword, 
Sir, we'll have Plots; come, Petit, let's hear. 

Pet. What if ſhe pretended to go into a Nunnery, and 
ſo bring him about to declare himſe!f ? 

Dug. That I muſt confeſs has a Face. 

Old Mir. Face! A Face like an Angel, Sir, Ad's 
my Life, Sir, tis the moſt beautiful Plot in Chriſendom. 

We'll about it immediately. [Exeunl. 


SCENE, the Street. 


Duretete and Mirabel. 


Dur. [In a Paſſion.] And tho' I can't dance, nor 
ſing, nor talk like you, yet I can fight, you _—_ 
I can, Sir. 

Mir. I know thou canſt, Man. 


Dur. Sdeath, Sir, and I will: Let me ſee the Froudeſt 
Man alive-make a Jeſt of me ! 

Mir. But I'll engage to make you amends. * 

Dur. Danc'd to Death ! Baited like a Bear ! Ridicul'd ! 
threaten'd to be kick'd! Confuſion! Sir, you fet me 


on, and I will have Satisfaction; all Mankind will point 
at me. 


Mir. [ Aiide.] I muſt give this Thunderbolt ſome 
Paſſage, or twill break on my own Head 


| por ag Deretete, what do theſe Gentlemen laugh 
at 


2 I -. 4 


Enter 
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Euter two Gentlemen. 


Dar. At me, to be ſure —— Sir, what made you 1 


laugh at me? 


1 Gen. You're miſtaken, Sir, if we were merry, we 


had a private Reaſon. 
2 Gen. Sir, we don't know you. 


Dur. Sir, I'll make you know me; mark and obſerve ö 
me, I won't be nam'd; it ſhan't be mention d, not even 
whiſper'd in your Prayers at Church. S death, Sir, dye 


ſmile ? 
1 Gen. Not I, upon my Word. 


Dur. Why then, look grave as an Owl in a Barn, I 


or a F ryer with his Crown a ſhaving. 


Mir. [ 4fide to the Gent. ] Don't be bully'd out of your | 


Humour, Gentlemen; the Fellow's mad, laugh at him, 
and Til ſtand by you. 
1 Gen. I-gad and fo we will. 
. Both. Ha, ha, ha. 
Dur. Very pretty. [ Draws.) She threaten'd to kick 


me. Ay, then, you Dogs, I'll murther ye. [ Fights, | 


and beats them off, Mir. runs over to his fide. 


Mir. Ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Duretete, there you | 


had him, noble Captain; hey, they run, they run, 
Victoria, Victoria Ha, ha, ha how happy 
am I in an excellent Friend! Tell me of your Virtuoſo's 
and Men of Senſe, a parcel of ſour-fac'd ſplenetick 
Rogues a Man of my thin Conſtitution ſhou'd 
never want a Fool in his Company: I don't affect your 
fine things that improve the Underſtanding, but hearty 
laughing to fatten my Carcaſe: And in my Conſcience, 
a Man of Senſe is as melancholy without a Coxcomb, as 
2 Lion without a Jackall; he hunts for our Diverſion, 
ſtarts Game for our Spleen, and perfectly feeds us with 


I hate the Man who makes Acquaintance nice, 
And ſtill diſcreetly plagues me with Advice; 

Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, 

And muſt give Reaſons for whate'er he ſays. 


4 The 


1 
h 
( 
g 
] 
1 


a © 


; The Way to win bim. 51 
The Man, indeed, whoſe Converſe is ſo full, 
Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull: 

Give me the careleſs Rogue, who never thinks, 
That plays the Fool as freely as he drinks. 

Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, 
-But one that Nature, not his Wants have made. 


Who ſtill is merry, but does ne'er deſign it; 
And ſtill is ridicul'd, but ne'er can find it. 


Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beſt ; 
And his moſt grave Expreſſion is a Jeſt. [Exit, 


The End of the Third ACT. 
+.4AtIS&DRIMAMAMIK 


Aer . 
SCENE, 014 Mirabel's Houſe. 


Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 


Dig. HE Lady Abbeſs is my Relation, and privy 

to the Plot: Vour Son has been there, but 
had no Admittance beyond the Privilege ef the Grate, 
and there my Siſter refus'd to ſee him. He went off 
more nettled at his Repulſe, than I thought his Gaiety 
cou'd admit. 


Old Mir. Ay, ay, this Nunnery will bring him about, 
I warrant ye. 
| Enter Duretete. | | 
Dur. Here, where are ye all? O! Mr. Mira- 
bel, you have done fine things for your Poſterit / 
And you, Mr. Dugard, may come to anſwer this 
I come to demand my Friend at your Hands ; reſtore 
him, Sir, or [To Old Mir. 


Ol Mir. Reſtore him! What dye think I have got 
him in my Trunk, or my Pocket! 


C-2 Dar. 


D 
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Dar.- Sir, he's mad, and you're the Cauſe on't. 

Old Mir. That may be; for I was as mad as he when 
I begot him. 

Dug. Mad, Sir! What d'ye mean ? 

_ What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting up your 
Siſter yonder, to talk like a Parrot thro' a Cage ? 
Or a Decoy-Duck, to draw others into the Snare? Your 
Son, Sir, becauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken 
the World; and in three Words, has 

Old Mir. Hang'd himſelf! 

Dur. The very ſame, turn'd Fryer. 

Oli Mir. You lye, Sir, tis ten times worſe. Bob turn'd 
Fryer! Why ſhou'd the Fellow ſhave his fooliſh 
Crown when the ſame Razor may cut his Throat? 

Dar. If you have any Command, or you any Intereft 
over him, loſe not a Minute: He has thrown himſelf 
into the next Monaſtery, and has orde1'd me to pay of 
his Servants, and diſcharge his Equipage. 

Old Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out; I'll ſacrifice 
the Abbot, if he receives him; I'll try whether the 
Spiritual or the Natural Father has the moſt Right to 
the Child. — But, dear Captain, what has he done 
with his Eſtate ? | 

Dur. Settled it upon the Church, Sir. 

Ola Mir. The Church! Nay, then the Devil won't get 
him out of their Clutches ———'Ten thouſand Livres 
a Year upon the Church! Tis downright Sacrilege. 
——— Come, Gentlemen, all Hands to work; for half 
that Sum, one of theſe Monafteries ſhall protect you 
a Traytor from the Law, a Rebellious Wife from 
her Husband, and a Diſobedient Son from his own 
Father. [ Exit. 
Dag. But will ye perſuade me that he's gone to a 

Monaſtery ? 
Dur. Is your Siſter gone to the F /les Reten'ies? I 
r Sir, ſhe's not fit for the Society of repenting 


Dug. Why ſo, Sir ? 


Dur. 
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Dur. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor t'other; ſhe's too 
old to be a Maid, and too young to repent. 
[Exit; Dug. _ him. 


SCEN E, the Inſide of a Monaſtery ; Oriana in a Nun 5 
Habit ; Biſarr e. 


Ori. I hope, Biſarre, there is no harm in jeſting with 
this Religious Habit. 

Biſ. To me, the greateſt Jeſt in the Habit, is taking 
it in earneſt: I don't underſtand this impriſoning People 
with the Keys of Paradiſe, nor the Merit of that Virtue 
which comes by Conſtraint. Beſides, we may 
own to one another, that we are in the worſt Com- 
pany when among ourſelves ; for our private Thoughts 
run us into thoſe Deſires, which our Pride reſiſts from 
the Attacks of the World ; and, you may remember, 
the firſt Woman met the Devil when ſhe retir'd from 
her Man. 

Ori. But I'm molt methinks, to the Mortifi- 
cation of a Nunnery ; becauſe I fancy the Habit be- 
comes me. 

Bi, A well-contriv'd Mortification, truly, that makes 

a Woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe did be- 
fore Ay, my Dear, were there any Religion in 
becoming Dreſs, our Sex's Devotion were rightly plac'd ; 
for our Toylets woa'd do the Work of the Altar; we 
ſhou'd all be Canoniz'd. 

Ori. But don't you think there is a great deal of Me- 
rit in dedicating a beautiful Face and Perſon to the Ser- 
vice of Religion ? 

Biſ. Not half ſo much as devoting em to a pretty 
Fellow : If our Feminality had no Buſineſs in this World, 
why was it ſent hither? Let us dedicate our beautiful 
Minds to the Service of Heaven. And for our hand- 
ſome Perſons ; they become a Box at the Play, as well 
as a Pew in the Church. 

Ori. But the Viciſſitude of Fortune, the Inconſtancy 
of en, with other Diſappointments of Life, require 

=: ſome 
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ſome Place of Religion, "for a Refuge from their Per- 
ſecution. ..Y 

Bi/. Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any De- 
votion in a Fellow's going to Church, when he takes 
it only for a Sanctuary? Don't you know that Religion 
conſiſts in Charity with all Mankind; and that you 
ſhould never think of being Friends with Heaven, till 
you have quarrell'd with all the World. Come, come, 
mind your Buſineſs, Mirabel loves you, tis now plain, 
and hold him to't ; give freſh Orders that he ſhan't ſee ? 

you: We get more by hiding our Faces ſometimes, ? 
than by expoſing them; a very Mask, you ſee, whets 
Deſire ; but a pair of keen Eyes thro' an Iron Grate fire } 
double upon em, with View and Diſguiſe, But I muſt } 
be gone upon my Afﬀairs, I have brought my Captain | 
about again. | 

Ori. But why will you trouble yourſelf with, that 
Coxcomb ? 

Bi. Becauſe he is a Coxcomb ; had I not better have 
a Lover like him, that I can make an Afs of, than a 
Lover like yours, to make a Fool of me. [ Knocking be- 
ſow.) A Meſſage from Mirabel, I'll lay my Life. [She 
runs to the Door.) Come hither, Run, thou charming 
Nun, come hither. 

Ori. What's the News ? . Runs to Ber.] 

Bif. Don't you ſee who's below? 

Ori. I ſee no body but a Fryer. - 

Bif. Ah! Thou poor blind Capi! O' my Conſei- 
ence, theſe Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads inftantly ! 
the Fellows no ſooner turn Knaves, than we turn Fools. 
A Fryer ! Don't you ſee a villainous genteel Mein under 
that Cloak of Hypocriſy, the looſe careleſs Air of a tall 
Rakehelly Fellow ? | 

Ori. As I live, Mirabel turn'd Fryer! I hope, in 
Heaven, he's not in earneſt. 

Bi/. In earneſt: Ha, ha, ha, are you in earneſt ? 
Now's your time ; this Diſguiſe has he certainly taken 
for a Paſſport, to get in and try your Reſolutions ; 
ſick to your Habit, to be ſure; treat him with Diſ- 

dain, 


wh Lach 
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dain, rather than Anger ; for Pride becomes us more 
than Paſſion: Remember what I fay, if you wou'd 
yield to advantage, and hold out the Attack ; to draw 
him on, keep him off to be ſure. 


The cunning Gameſters never gain too faſ}, 
But loſe at firſt, to win the more at laſt. [Exit. 


Ori. His coming puts me into ſome Ambiguity, I 
don't know how ; I don't fear him, but I miſtruſt my- 
ſelf; wou'd he were not come, yet I won'd not have 
him gone neither; I'm afraid to talk with him, but I 
love to ſee him tho”. f 


What a ſtrange Power has this fantaſtich Fire, 
That makes us dread even what we moſt defire 7 


Enter Mirabel in Fryer's Habit. 
Mir. Save you, Siſter Your Brother, young 
Lady, having a regard for your Soul's Health, has 
fent me to prepare you for the ſacred Habit by Con- 
ſeſſion. 

Ori. That's falſe, the cloven Foot already. [ode] 
My Brother's Care I own ; and to you, facred Sir, 
confeſs, that the great crying Sin which I have long 
indulg'd, and now prepare to expiate, was Love. My 
Morning Thoughts, my Evening Prayers, my Daily 
Muſings, Nightly Cares, was Love ! My preſent Peace, 
my future Bliſs, the Joy of Earth, and Hopes of Heaven! 
I all contemn'd for Love ! 

Mir. She's downright ſtark mad in earneſt ; Death 
and Confuſion, I have loſt her! [ 4fide.] You confeſs 
your Fault, Madam, in ſuch moving Terms, that I 
could almoſt be in love with the Sin. 

Ori. Take care, Sir; Crimes, like Virtues, are 
their own Rewards; my chief Delight became my 
only Grief; he in whoſe Breaſt I thought my Heart 
2 turn d Robber, and deſpold the Treaſure that 
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Mir. Perhaps that Treaſure he eſteems ſo much, 
that like the Miſer, tho' afraid to uſe it, he reſerves it 
ſaſe. | 

Ori. No, holy Father; who can be Miſer in another's 
Wealth, that's Prodigal of his own? His Heart was 
open, ſhar'd to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt then 
become of mine! But the fame Eyes that drew this 
Paſſion in, ſhall ſend it out in Tears, to which now hear 
my Vow. —— | 1 

Mir. [Diſcovering himſelf.) No, my fair Angel, but 
let me repent ; here on my Knees behold the Criminal, 
_—_ vows Repentance his. Ha! No Concern upon 

Ora This Turn is odd, and the Time has been, that 
ſuch a ſudden Change wou'd have ſurpriz'd me into 
ſome Confufion. f | 

Mir. Reſtore that happy Time, for I am now re- 
turn'd to myſelf, for I want but Pardon to deſerve your 
Favour, and here I'll fix till you relent and give it. 

Ori. Groveling, ſordid Man; why wou'd you act a 
thing to make you kneel, Monarch in your Pleaſures to 
be Slave to your Faults? Are all the Conqueſts of your 
wandring Sway, your Wit, your Humour, Fortune, all 
reduc d to the baſe cringing of a bended Knee? Servile 
and Poor ! Pray Heav'n this Change be real. [ Afide. 

Mir. I come not here to juſtify my Fault but my 
Submiſſion, for tho' there be a meanneſs in this humble 
Poſture, tis nobler ſill to bend when Juſtice calls, than 
to reſiſt Conviction. 

Ori. No more thy oft repeated violated Words 
reproach my weak Belief, 'tis the ſevereſt Calumny to 
hear thee ſpeak ; that humble Poſture which once cou'd 
raiſe, now mortifies my Pride ; how canſt thou hope for 
Pardon from one that you aff:ont by asking it? | 

Mir. [ Riſes.) In my own Cauſe I'll plead no more, 

ut give me leave to intercede for you againſt the hard 
Injunctions of that Habit, which for my Fault you 
Wear. 
Ori. Surprizing Inſolence! My greateſt Foe pretends 
to give me Counſel ; but I am too warm upon fo cool 
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a Subject. My Reſolutions, Sir, are fix d! but as our 
Hearts were united with the Ceremony of our Eyes, 
ſo I ſhall ſpare ſome Tears to the Separation. [ Weeps.] 
Thats all; farewel. | 
= Mir. And muſt I loſe her? No. [ Runs, and catches 
ber.] Since all my Prayers are vain, I'll uſe the nobler 
Argument of Man, and force you to the Juſtice you re- 
fuſe ; you're mine by Pre- contract: And where's the 
Vow fo ſacred to diſannul another? I'll urge my Love, 
your Oath, and plead my Cauſe gainſt all Monaſtick 
Shifts upon the Earth. | 

Ori. Unhand me, Raviſher ! Wou'd you prophane 
theſe holy Walls with Viclence? Revenge for all my 
paſt Diſgrace now offers, thy Life ſhou'd anſwer this, 
wou'd I provoke the Law: Urge me no farther, but 
be gone. 

Mir. Inexorable Woman, let me kneel again. 


[ Kneels. 
Enter Old Mirabel. 
Old. Mir. Where, where's this Counterfeit Nun? 
Ori. Madneſs! Confufion ! I'm ruin'd ! 
Mir. What do I hear? [Puts on his Hood.) What did 
you ſay, Sir! 
Old Mir. I fay ſhe's a Counterfeit, and you may be 


another for ought I know, Sir ; I have loſt my Child by 
theſe Tricks, Sir. 


Mir. What Tricks, Sir ? | 

Old Mir. By a pretended Trick, Sir. A Contrivance 
to bring my Son to Reaſon, and it has made him ftark 
mad ; I have loſt him and a thouſand Pound a Year. 

Mir. [ Diſcovering himſelf.) My dear Father, I'm 
your moſt humble Servant. : 

Old Mir. My dear Boy, [ Runs and kifſes him.) Wel- 
come ex Inferis, my dear Boy, tts all a Trick, ſhe's 
no more a Nun than I am. 

Mir. No! 

Old Mir. The Devil a bit. 

Mir. Then kiſs me again, my dear Dad, for the 
moſt happy News. And now moſt venerable holy 
Siſter, ; [ Kneels. 
C 5 Your 
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Dur Mercy and your Pardon I implore, 
For the Offence of asking it before. 


Look'e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Advice, 3 


be a Nun in good earneſt; Women make the beſt Nuns 


always when they can't do otherwiſe. Ah, my dear 
Father, there is a Merit in your Son's Behaviour that 


you little think ; the free Deportment of ſuch Fellows 


as I, makes more Ladies Religious, than all the Pulpits | 


in N 


Ori. O! Sir, how unhappily have you deftroy'd 


what was ſo near Perfection! He is the Counterfeit 
that has deceiv'd you. 


Old Mir. Ha! Look'e, Sir, I recant, ſhe is a Nun. 


Mir. Sir, your humble Servant, then I'm a Fryer 
this Moment. 


Old Mir. Was ever an old Fool fo banter'd by a Brace 


o young ones; hang you both, you're both Counterfeits, 
and my Plot's ſpoil'd, that's all. 


Ori. Shame and Confuſion, Love, Anger, and Diſ- 
appointment, will work my Brain to Madneſs. - 
[Throws off her Habit. Exit. 
Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they have ferv'd a 
turn for us both, and they ſhall een go off together. 
[Takes off his Habit. 


Thus the fick Wretch, when tortur'd by bis Pain, 
And finding all Eſſays for Life are vain ; 
When the Phyſician can no more deſign, 
Then call the other Doctor, the Divine. 
What Vows to Heaven, wou'd Heaven reſtore bis 
Health ! 
Vows all to Heaven, bis Thoughts, bis Actions, N 
But if reſtor d to Vigour as before, 
His Health refuſes — Bis Sickneſs ſwore. 
The Body is no ſooner Rais'd and Well, 
But the weak Soul relapſes into Il; 
To all its former Swing of Life is led, 
Had leaves its Vows and Promiſes in Bed. 
. * throwing away the Habit 
» SCENE 
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SCENE changes to Old Mirabel Houſe : Duretete 
with a Letter. 


Dur. [ Read;,] 
MY Rudeneſs was only a Proof of your Humour, which: 
1 have found ſo agreeable, that I own myſelf pe- 
nitent, and willing to make any Reparation upon your 
rſt Appearance to 
els BISARRE. 


Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it; 
then farewel Gallantry, ard welcome Revenge; tis my 
turn now to be upon the Sublime, I'll take her off, L 
warrant her. 

Enter Biſarre. 
Well, Miſtreſs, do you love me! 


Bi/. I hope, Sir, you will pardon the Modeſty 


Dur. Of what? of a Dancing Devil! Do you 
love me, I ſay? 

Bif. Perhaps I ——— 

Dur. What? 

Bi). Perhaps I do not. 

Dur. Ha! abus'd again ! Death, Woman, Pll—— 

Bif. Hold, hold, Sir, I do, 1 do! 

Dur. Confirm it then by your Obedience, ſtand 
there ; and ogle me now, as if your Heart, Blood and 
Soul were like to fly out at your Eyes Firſt, the 
direct Surpriſe (She looks full upon him.) Right; next 
the Deux yeux par oblique. (She gives him the fide 
Glance.) Right; now depart, and languiſh, {She 
turns from him, and looks over her Shoulder.) Very 
well; now ſigh. (She fighs.) Now drop your Fan a 
purpoſe. (She drops her Fan.) Now take it up again : 
Come now, confefs your Faults ;. are not you a proud 
ſay after me. 
Bif. Proud. 

Dur. Impertinent. 


Biſ. 
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B:/. Impertinent. 
Dur. Ridiculous. 
Bi/. Ridiculous. 
Dur. Flurt. 
Bij. Puppy. 
Dur. Zoons! Woman, don't provoke me, we are 

alone, and you don't know but the Devil may tem 

a: to do you a Miſchief; ask my Pardon unmedi 

ately. 

Bi, I do, Sir, I only miſtook the Word. 

Dur. Cry then, ha' you got e'er a Handkerchief ? 
Bi. Yes, Sir. 

Dur. Cry then, handſomly; cry like a Queen in 

a Tragedy. [She pretending to cry, burſts out a laughing, 


and enter two Ladies laughing. 
Bi,, Ha, ha, ha. 


Ladies both. Ha, ha, ha. 
Dur. Hell broke looſe upon me, and all the Furies 
futter'd about my Ears! Betray'd again! 


Biſ That you are upon my Word, my dear AAR ; 
ha, ha, ha. 


Dur. The Lord deliver me- 

1 Lach. What! Is this the mighty Man with the 
Bull-face that comes to frighten Ladies? I long to fee 
him angry ; come begin. 


Dur. Ah, Madam, I'm the beſt natur'd Fellow in 
the World. 


2 Lach. A Man! We're miſtaken, a Man has Man- 
ners; the aukward Creature is ſome Tinker's Trull in 
a Periwig. 


Bif. Come, Ladies, let's examine him. 


(They lay hold on him. 
Dur. F.xamine ! the Devil you will! 


Biſ. Til lay my Life, ſome great Dairy-Maid in 
Man's Clothes. 


Dur. They will do't';; —— look'e, dear Chriſtian 
Women, pray hear me. 


zain ? 


Dur. 


Bi/. Will you ever attempt a Lady's Honour a- 


—_— 
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Dur. If you pleaſe to let me get away with my Ho- 
nour, I'll do any thing in the World. 

Bi/. Will you perſuade your Friend to marry 
mine ? 

Dur. O yes, to be ſure. 

Bi/. And will you do the ſame by me? 

Dur. Burn me if I do, if the Coaſt be clear. 

(Runs ont. 

Bi/. Ha, ha, ha, the Viſit, Ladies, was critical for 
our Diverſion; we'll go make an end of our Tea. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. 

Mir. Your Patience, Sir. I tell you I won't marty ; 
and tho' you ſend all the Biſhops in France to perſuade 
me, I ſhall never believe their Doctrine againſt their 
Practice. 

Old Mir. But will you diſobey your Father, Sir? 

Mir. Wou'd my Father have his youthful Son lie 
lazing here, bound to a Wife, chain'd like a Monkey 
to make ſport to a Woman, ſubje& to her Whims, 
Humours, Longings, Vapours and Caprices, to have 
her one day pleas'd, to-morrow peeviſh, the next day 
mad, the fourth rebellious ; and nothing but this Suc- 
ceſſion of Impertinence for Ages together. Be mer- 
ciful, Sir, to your own Fleſh and Blood. 

Old Mir. But, Sir, did not J bear all this, why ſhould 
not you? 

Mir. 'Then you think that Marriage, like Treaſon, 
fhould attaint the whole Body; pray conſider, Sir, 
is it reaſonable becauſe you throw yourſelf down from 
one Story, that I muſt caſt myſelf headlong from the 
Garret Window ? You wou'd compel me to that State, 
which I have heard you curſe yourſelf, when my 
Mother and you have battel'd it for a whole Week 
together. | TE 

Old Mir. Never but once, you Rogue, and that was 
when ſhe long'd for fix Flanders Mares: Ay, Sir, then 
ſhe was breeding of you, which ſhew'd what an expen- 
live Dog I ſhould have of you. ED 


Euter 
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Enter Petit. 
Well Petit, how does ſhe now ? 
Pet. Mad, Sir, con Pompos 


Ay, Mr. Mirabel, ® 
you'll believe that I ſpeak truth, now when I confeſs | 


me 
that I have told you hitherto nothing but Lyes ; our ( 
Jeſting is come to a ſad Earneſt, ſhe's downright di- oh 
firaQed. * An 
Enter Biſarre. b — 
Biſ. Where is this mighty Victor! —— The great T: 
Exploit is done; go triumph in the Glory of your Con- ſta 
gqaueſt, inhumane, barbarous Man! O Sir, (To the old lie 
Gentleman) your wretched Ward has found a tender 
Guardian of you, where her young Innocence ex- M 
peed Protection, here has ſhe found her Ruin. tl 
Old Mir. Ay, the Fault is mine, for I believe that ll | 
Rogue wen't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch another ti 
\ diſobedient Son as his Father did. I have done all 
I can, Madam, and now can do no more than run - 
mad for Company. (Cries, 


Enter Dugard with his Sword drawn. 

Dug. Away ! Revenge, Revenge. 

Old Mir. Patience, Patience, Sir. 

(O Mirabel holds him. 
Bob, draw. (Hfeae. 

Dug. Patience ! The Coward's Virtue, and the brave 
Man's Failing, when thus provok'd Villain ! 
Mir. Your Siſter's Frenzy ſhall excuſe your Mad- |} 
neſs; and to ſhew my Concern for what ſhe ſuffers, 
PI bear the Villain from her Brother. — Pat up your 
Anger with your Sword ; I have a Heart like yours, 
that ſwells at an Affront receiv'd, but melts at an Injury 
given; and if the lovely Oriana's Grief be ſuch a mo- 
ving Scene, *twill find a part within this Breaſt, per- 
haps as tender as a Brother's. 

Dug. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for her Grief, 
endeavour to remove it. There, there, behold an 
Object that's inſective; I cannot view her, but I am as 
mad as ſhe: (Eater Oriana mad, held by two Maid, 
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avho put her in a Chair.) A Siſter that my dying Pa- 
rents left, with their laſt Words and Blefling to my 
Care. Siſter, deareſt Siſter. (Goes to her. 

Old Mir. Ay, poor Child, poor Child, d'ye know 
me ? 

Ori. You ! you are Amadis de Gaul, Sir; —— Oh! 
oh my Heart! Were you never in Love, fair Lady ? 
And do you never dream. of Flowers and Gardens? 
—[ dream of walking Fires, and tall Gigantick Sights. 
Take heed, it comes now — What's that ? Pray 
ſtand away: I have ſeen that Face ſure. How 
light my Head is! 

Mir. What piercing Charms has Beauty, ev'n in 
Madneſs ! theſe ſudden Starts of undigeſted Words ſhoot 
thro” my Soul, with more perſuaſive Force than all the 
ſtudy'd Art of labour'd Eloquence. Come, Madam, 
try to repoſe a little. f 

Ori. J cannot; for I muſt be up to go to Church, 
and I muſt dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be ſo- 


fine, to meet my Love. Hey ho! Will not you. 
tell me where my Heart lies bury'd ? | | 
Mir. My very Soul is touch'd Your Hand, mp 


Fair. | 
Ori. How ſoft and gentle you feel? I'll tell you your 
Fortune, Friend. l 
Mir. How ſhe ſtares upon me ! | 
Ori. You have a flattering Face ; but 'tis a fine one 
AI warrant you have five hundred Miſtreſſes . 
Ay, to be ſure, a Miſtreſs for every Guinea in his 
Pocket —— Will you pray for me? I ſhall die to- 
morrow And will you ring my Paſſing- Bell? 
Mir. O Woman, Woman, of Artifice created! whoſe 
Nature, even diſtracted, has a Cunning : In vain let 
Man his Senſe, his Learning boaſt, ' when Woman's 
Madneſs over-rules his Reaſon. Do you know me; 
injur'd Creature? | ; 
Ori. No, —— but you ſhall be my intimate Ac- 
quaintance — in the Grave. (Weeps. 


Mir, 
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Mr. Oh Tears, I muſt believe you; ſure there's a 
kind of Sympathy in Madneſs ; for even I, obdurate 


as I am, do feel my Soul fo toſs'd with Storms of 


Paſſion, that I could cry for help as well as ſhe. — 
[Wipes his eyes. 

Ori. What have you loſt your Lover? No, you 
mock me; I'll go home and pray. 

Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, and hear me own 
my Love fo loud, that I may call your Senſes to their 
Place, reſtore em to their charming happy Functions, 
and reinſtate myſelf into your Favour. 

Biſ. Let her alone, Sir, tis all too late; ſhe trem- 
bles, hold fer, her Fits grow ſtronger by her talking; 
don't trouble her, ſhe don't know you, Sir. 

Old Mir. Not know him ! what then ? ſhe loves to 
ſee him for all that. 

s 


Enter Duretete. 

Dur. Where are you all ? What the Devil ! melan- 
Choly, and I here! Are ye fad, and ſuch a ridiculous 
Subject, ſuch a very good Jeſt among you as I am? 

Mir. Away with this Impertinence ; this is no place 
for Bagatel : I have murder'd my Honour, deſtroy'd a 
Lady, and my deſire of Reparation is come at length 
too late : See there. 

Dur. What ails her? 

Mir. Alas, ſhe's mad. 

Dur. Mad ! doſt wonder at that? By this Light, 
they're all ſo; they're cozening mad'; they're brawl- 
ing mad ; they're proud mad ; I juſt now came from 
a whole World of mad Women, that had almoſt 
What, is ſhe dead ? 

. Mir. Dead! Heav'ns forbid. ; 

Dur. Heav'ns further it; for 'till they be as cold as 
a Key, there's no truſting them; you're never ſure 
that a Woman's in earneſt, till ſhe is nail'd in her 
Coffin. Shall I talk to her? Are you mad, Miftreſs ? 

Biſ. What's that to you, Sir ? | | 

Dur. Oons, Madam, are you there? I Runs of. 

Mir. 
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Mir. Away, thou wild Buffoon ; how poor and mean 
this Humour now appears ? His Follies and my own 
I here diſclaim ; this Lady's Frenzy has reſtor'd my 
Senſes, and was ſhe perfect now, as once ſhe was (be- 
fore you all I ſpeak it) ſhe ſhould be mine; and as ſhe 
is, my Tears and Prayers ſhall wed her. 

Dug. How happy had this Declaration been ſome 
Hours ago. 

Biſ. Sir, ſhe beckons to you, and waves us to go 
off; come, come, let's leave 'em. 
[Ex. omnes, but Mir. and Ori, 


Ori. Oh, Sir. 

Mir. Speak my charming Angel, if your dear Senſes 
have regain'd their Order; ſpeak, Fair, and bleſs me 
with the News. 

| Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunning of my Sex, that 
happy counterfeited Frenzy that has reſtor'd to my 
poor labouring Breaſt the deareſt, beſt beloy'd of 
Men. 

Mir. Tune all ye Spheres, your Inſtruments of Joy, 
and carry round your Spacious Orbs, the happy Sound 
of Oriana's Health; her Soul, whoſe Harmony was 
next to yours, is now in Tune again ; the counterfeit- 
ing Fair has play'd the Fool. #74 


I was fo mad to pawn my Liberty: 


She was ſo mad to counterfeit for me; 8 
But now we both are well, and both are free. 


Ori. How, Sir, Free! 

Mir. As Air, my dear Bedlamite ; what, marry a 
Lunatick ! Look ye, my Dear, you have counterfeited 
Madneſs ſo very well this bout, that you'll be apt to 
play the Fool all your Life long Here, Gentle- 
men. 

Ori. Monſter ! you won't diſgrace me. 

Mir. © my Faith, but I will; here, come in Gen- 

tlemen. A Miracle! a Miracle! the Woman's 
diſpoſſeſs d, the Devil's vaniſh'd. C 


Enter 
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Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. to my 

Oli Mir. Bleſs us, was ſhe pofleſs'd ? ä Du 
Mir. With the worſt of Dæmons, Sir, a Marriage. 1 Mi! 
Devil, a horrid Devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be ſurpriz d, Settle 
I promis'd my Endeavours to cure your Siſter; no no, h 
mad Doctor in Chriſtendom could have done it more veyar 


effectually. Take her into your Charge; and have a for tl 
care ſhe don't relapſe ; if ſhe ſhould, employ me not 
again, for I am no more infallible than others of the 
Faculty ; I do cure ſometimes. 

Ori. Your Remedy, moſt barbarous Man, will prove 
the greateſt Poiſon to my Health ; for tho' my former | 
Frenzy was but counterteit, I now ſhall run into a real 
Madneſs. [Exit; Old Mir. after. | 

Dug. This was a turn beyond my Knowledge; I'm || 
fo confus'd, I know not how-to reſent it. [Exit. || 


Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have I ſcap'd? 
Was not I juſt now upon the Brink of DeſtruQion ? 


Enter. Duretete. - F 
O, my Friend, let me run into thy Beſom ; no Lark, 72 
eſcap'd from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, quakes 
with more diſmal Apprehenfion. 

Dur, The matter, Man! 

Mir. Marriage, Hanging ; I was juſt at the Gallows- 
foot, the running Nooſe about my Neck, and the Cart 
wheeling from me.—— Oh — I ſhan't be my myſelf 
this Month again. 

Dur. Did not I tell you ſo? They are all alike, 
Saints or Devils; their counterfeiting can't be reputed 
a Deceit ; for tis the Nature of the Sex, not their Con- 
trivance. 

Mir. Ay, ay : There's no living here with Security ; 
this Houſe is fo full of Stratagem and Deſign, that I 
muſt abroad again. 

Dur. With all my Heart, I'll bear thee Company, 
my Lad; I'll meet you at the Play; and we'll ſet out 
tor Lal to-morrow Morning. 

. ; 
Mr. | 
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Mir. A Match; I'll go pay my Complement of leave 
to my Father preſently. 

Dur. I'm afraid he'll ſtop you. 

Mir. What pretend a Command over me after his 
Settlement of a thoufand Pound a Year upon me! No, 
no, he has paſs'd away his Authority with the Con- 
veyance ; the Will of a living Father is chiefly obeyed 
for the ſake of the dying one. 


What makes the World attend and croud the Great ? 
Hopes, Intereſt, and Dependence, make their State: 
Behold the Anti-Chamber filPd with Beaux, 

A Horſe's Levee throng'd with Courtly Crows. 
Tho' grumbling Subjects make the Crown their ſport, 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Court. 
Dependence, ev'n a Father's Sway ſecures, 

For tho? the Son rebels, the Heir is yours. 


The End of the fourth ACT. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE, the Street before the Play-houſe ; 
Mirabel and Duretete as coming from 
the Play. | 


Dar. OW dye like this Play? 

Mir. I lik'd the Company ; the Lady 
the rich Beauty in the Front-box had my Attention : 
Theſe impudent Poets bring the Ladies together to 
ſupport Them, and to kill every body elſe. | 


For Deaths upon the Stage the Ladies cry, 
But neer mind us that in the Audience die: = 
9 
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The Poet's Hero ſhould not move their Pain, 
But they ſhou'd weep for thoſe their Eyes have ſlain. 


Dur. Hoity, toity ; did Phyllis inſpire you with all ; | 


this ? Wa 
* ® * , ber WI 
Mir. Ten times more; the Play-houſe is the Ele. Jowing 
ment of Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty; the if p 
. . 37 FY> « a urte/ 
Ladies, methinks, have a more inſpiring triumphant | hare 
Air in the Boxes than any where elſe, they fit com. Wl Mi 


manding on their Thrones with all their Subject: ſlave: GG 0 
about them: Their beſt Clothes, beſt. Looks, . ſhining e 

Jewels, ſparkling Eyes, the Treaſure of the World in \ 
a Ring. Then there's ſuch a hurry of Pleaſure to 
tranſport us; the Buſtle, Noiſe, Gallantry, Equipage, | 
Garters, Feathers, Wigs, Bows, Smiles, Ogles, Love, 
Muſick, and Applauſe: I cou'd wiſh that my whole 


Life long were the firſt Night of a new Play. | y 
Dur. The Fellow has quite forgot this Journey ; C 
have you beſpoke Poſt-Horſes ? | \ 


Mir. Grant me but three Days, dear Captain, one 
to diſcover the Lady, one to unfold myſelf, and ene to 
make me happy ; and then I'm yours to the World's T 

end. 


Dur. Haſt thou the Impudence to promiſe thy ſelf 
a Lady of her Figure and Quality in ſo ſhort a time? 

Mir. Yes, Sir —— I have a confident Addreſs, no fon 
digrecable Perſon, and five hundred Lewideres in my 4 

ocket. 

Dar. Five hundred Lewidores ! You a'n't mad? H 

Mir. I tell you, ſhe's worth five thouſand ; one of 
her black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond as big as 
her Head. I compar'd her Necklace with her Looks, 
and the living Jewels out-ſparkled the dead ones by a 
Million. 

Dur. But you have own'd to me, that abating 
Oriana's Pretenſions to Marriage, you lov'd her paſ- 
fionately; then how can you wander at this rate? 


Mir. 


— 
— 
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Mir. J long'd for a Partridge t'other Day off the 


King's Plate, but d'ye think, becauſe I cou'd not have 
Wit, 1 muſt cat nothing. 


Dur. Prithee, Mirabel, be quiet; you may remem- 


ver what narrow 'ſcapes you have had abroad by fol- 


lowing Strangers ; you forget your Leap out of the 
Curteſan's Window at Bologna, to fave your fine Ring 
there. | 

Mir. My Ring's a Trifle, there's nothing we poſ- 
ſeſs comparable to what we deſire be ſhy of a 
Lady barefac'd in the Front-Box with a thouſand 
Pound in Jewels about her Neck! For ſhame, no 
more. ; 


Enter Oriana in Boy's Clothes with a Letter. 
Ori. Is your Name, Mirabel, Sir? 
Mir. Yes, Sir. | 
Ori. A Letter from your Uncle in P:caray. 
[Gives the Letter, 


Mir. [ Reads. 

HE Bearer is the Son of a Proteſtant Gentleman, 

who flying for his Religion, l me the Charge of 
this Youth, [a pretty Boy. ] He's fond of ſome hand- 
ſome Service that may afford him Opportunity of Im- 
provement ; your Care of him all oblige 

Yours. 

Has't a mind to travel, Child? 

Ori. Tis my Deſire, Sir; I ſhould be pleas'd to 
ſerve a Traveller in any Capacity. 

Mir. A hopeful Inclination ; you ſhall along with 
me into taly, as my Page. 

Dur. I don't think it fafe; the Rogue's [Noiſe 
without] too handiom The Play's done, and 
ſome of the Ladies come this way. 


Enter Lamorce, with her Train bern up by a Page. 


Mir. Duretete, the very Dear, Identical She. 
Dur. And what then? 


Mir. Why *tis ſhe. 
| | Dar. 
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Dur. And what then, Sir ? 

Mir. Then! Why, —= Look'e, Sirrah, the firſt Þ 
piece of Service I put upon you, is to follow that Lady's 10 
Coach, and bring me word where ſhe lives. a 


[To Oriana, 

Ori. I don't know the Town, Sir, and am afraid of 
loſing myſelf. 

Mir. Pſhaw. 

Lam. Page, what's become of all my People ? 

Page. I can't tell, Madam, I can fee en 
Lad vihip s Coach. 

fam. That Fellow is got into his old Pranks, and 
falln drunk ſomewhere ; none of the Footmen there? | 

Page. Not one, Madam. | 

Lam. 'Theſe Servants are the Plague of our Lives, 
what ſhall I do? 

Mir. By all my Hopes, Fortune pimps for me ; now 
Duretete for a piece of Gallantry. | 

Dar. Why you won't ſure ? 

Mir. Won't, Brute! Let not your Servants Ne- 
glect, Madam, put your Ladyſhip to any Inconveni- 
ence, for you can't be diſappointed of an Equipage 
whilſt mine waits below ; and wou'd you honour the 
Maſter ſo far, he would be proud to pay his Atten- 
dance. 

Dur. Ay, to be ſure. [ fade. 

Lam. Sir, I won't preſume to be troubleſome, for 
my Habitation is a great Way off. 

Dur. Very true, Madam, and he's a little engag'd, 
beſides, Madam, a Hackney-Coach will do as well, 
Madam, 

Mir. Rude Beaſt, be quiet! [To Duretete.] The far- 
ther from home, _ the more occaſion you have 


for a Gurd , Madam 
Lam. Lard, Sir. [He- ſeems to preſs, ſhe 10 
decline it in dumb fhew. 


Dur. Ah! The Devil's in his Impudence ; now he 
wheedles, ſhe {miles ; he flatters, ſhe ſimpers ; he 
ſwears, ſhe believes; he's a Rogue, and ſhe's a W— 
in a Moment. 


Mir. 
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Mir. Without there! my Coach; Duretete, wiſh me 
oy. [ Hands the Lady out. 
Dir. Wiſh you a Surgeon ! Here you little Picard, 
90s follow your Maſter, and he'll lead you ——- 

= Ori. Whither, Sir? 

Dur. To the Academy, Child: 'tis the Faſhion 
vith Men of Quality to teach their Pages their Ex- 
erciſes — go. | 
Ori. Won't you go with him too, Sir; that Wo- 
man may do him ſome harm, I don't like her. 

Dur. Why, how now Mr. Page, do you ftart up to 
give Laws of a ſudden ; do you pretend to riſe at 
Court, and diſapprove the Pleaſure of your Betters : 
Look'e, Sirrah, if ever you wou'd rife by a great 
Man, be ſure to be with him in his little Actions, and, 
as a Step to your Advancement, follow your Maſter 


immediately, and make it your Hope that he goes to 
a Bawdy-Houſe | 


Ori. Heav'ns forbid. [ Ext. 
Dur. Nov! wou'd I ſooner take a Cart in Compa- 
: ny of the Hangman, than a Coach with that Woman : 
What a ſtrange Antipathy have I taken againſt theſe 
: Creatures; a Woman to me is Averſion upon Aver- 
: hon, a Cheeſe, a Cat, a Breaſt of Mutton, the ſqueel- 
ing of Children, the grinding of Knives, and the Snuff 

of a Candle. 


SCENE, a handſome Apartment. 


Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. 

Lam. To convince me, Sir, that your Service was 
ſomething more than good Breeding, pleaſe to lay out 
an Hour of your Company upon my Deſire, as you 
have already upon my Neceſſity. 

Mir. Your Deſire, Madam, has only prevented my 
Requeſt : my Hours! Make 'em yours, Madam, Ele- 
ven, Twelve, One, Two, Three, and all that belong 
to thoſe happy Minutes. | 

Lam. But I muſt trouble you, Sir, to diſmiſs your 
Retinue, becauſe an Equipage at my Door, at this 


time 


* 


- 


mY 


LY 
* 
1 
— 
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any body's Freedom, having ſo entirely forfeited my 


Mir. Muſftapha. 
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Eine of Night, will not be conſiſtent with my Repu. 


tation. *. 
Mi. By all means, Madam, all but one little Boy — 
Here, Page, order my Coach and Servants home, and 
do you ſtay ; 'tis a fooliſh Country Boy, that knows 
J fig PE Tolbcehce. 
_ © Lam. Innocence, Sir! I ſhould be ſorry if you 
made any ſiniſter Conſtructions of my Freedom. 

Mir. O Madam, I muſt not pretend to remark upon 


own. 

Lam. Well, Sir, *twere convenient towards our eaſy 
Correſpondence, that we enter'd into a free Confidence 
of each other, by a mutual Declaration of what we 
are, and what we think of one another. Now, 
Sir, what are you ? 

Mir. In three Words, Madam, I am a Gen- 
tleman, I have five hundred Pound in my Pocket, 
and a clean Shirt on. 

Lan. And your Name is — 
Now, Madam, the Inventory 


of your Fortunes. 

Lam. My Name is Lamorce ; my Birth noble; J 
was marry'd young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, impe- 
rious Fellow ; the Husband ſpoiled the Gentleman ; 
Crying ruin'd my Face, till at laſt I took Heart, leap'd 
out of a Window, got away to my Friends, ſu'd my 
Tyrant, and recover'd my Fortune I liv'd from 
fifteen to twenty to pleaſe a Husband ; from twenty 
to a” reſolv'd to pleaſe myſelf, and from thence 
upwar 


Til humour the World. 
Mir. The charming wild Notes of a Bird broke out 
of its Cage. | 
_ Lam. I mark'd you at the Play, and ſomething l 
ſaw of a well-furniſh'd, careleſs, agreeable Tour a- 
bout you. Methought your Eyes made their man- 
nerly Demands with ſuch an arch Modeſty, that J 
don't know how —— but I'm elop'd, Ha, ha, ha, 
I'm elop'd. 


4 Mir. 


re 


The Way to uin him. 58 


Mir. Ha, ha, ha, I rejoice in your good Fortune 
with all my Heart. | 
Lam. O, now I think on't, Mr. Mufapha, you have 
got the fineſt Ring there, I cou'd ſcarcely believe it 
right; pray let me fee it. | 
Mir. Hum! Yes, Madam, tis, tis right —— but, 
but, but, but, it was given me by my Mother, an 
old Family Ring, Madam, an old-faſhion'd Family- 
Ring. | 
| 2 Ay, Sir —— If you can entertain yourſelf 
with a Song for a Moment, I'll wait on you imme 
diately ; come in there. | 


11 


Enter 1 5 
Call what you pleaſe, Sir. | | 
Mir. The new Song — Prithee, Phillis, c. | 


SONG. 


Certainly the Stars have been in a ſtrange iatriguing 
Humour when I was born — Ay, this Night ſhou'd 
I have had a Bride in my Arms, and that I ſhou'd ff 
like well enough: But what ſhou'd I have to-morrow 4 
Night? The ſame. And what next Night? The | 
ſame. And what next Night? The very ſame: Soop 
for Breakfaſt, Soop for Dinner, Soop for Supper, and 
Soop for Breakfaſt again —— But here's Variety. 


I love the Fair who freely gives her Heart, 
That's mine by Ties of Nature, not of Art; 
Whe boldly owns whate'er her Thoughts indite, 
And is too modeſt for 4 Hypocrite. 


[Lamorce appears at the Door, as he runs towards * } 
— four Brawvoes flep in before her. He ſtarts 4 
She comes, ſhe comes — Hum, hum — Bitch —— 
Murder'd, murder'd to be fure ! The curſed Strumpe: ! 
To make me ſend away my Servants —— no Body 
near me ! Theſe Cut-throats —_ make 9 
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What ſhall I do? I have but one way. Are theſe 

Gentlemen your Relations, Madam ? 

Lam. Ves, Sir. 

Mir. Gentlemen your 20 humble Servant; Sir, 

your moſt faithful, yours, Sir, with all my Heart; 

your moſt obedient come, Gentlemen, [ Salute: 

all round] pleaſe to fit —— no Ceremony, next the 

Lady, -pray Sir. 

Lam. Well, Sir, and how d- ye like my Friends? 

[They all fit. 


Mir. O, Madam, the moſt finiſh'd Gentlemen 1 
was never more happy in good Company in my Life; 8 


I ſuppoſe, Sir, you have travell'd ? 

1 Bra. Ves, Sir. 

Mir. Which way, may I preſume ? 

1 Bra. In a Weſtern Barge, Sir. 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, very aa facetious pretty Gen- 
tleman ! 

Lam. Ha, ha, ha; Sir, you have got the 1 5 
Ring upon your Finger there 

Mir. Ah! Madam, tem your Servics with all my 

- Heart. [Offering the Ring. 

Lan. By no Means, Sir, a Family-Ring ! 

' Fl akes it. 

. — No Matter, Madam. — Pound, 
this Light. 

2 Bra. To Sir, what's a Clock? 10 . 

Mir. Hum ! Sir, I have left my Watch at 3-34 

2 Bra. I thought I faw the String of it juſt now 

Mir. Ods my Life, Sir, I beg your Pardon, here 

it is but it don't go. mars te i 

Lam. O dear Sir, an Elis Watch ! Tompion's, | 
preſume. 

Mir. Dye like it, Madam —— no Ceremony — 
*tis at your Service with all my Heart and Soul 
Tompion's! Hang ye. [ Hide. 

1 Bra. But, Sir, above all Things, I acre che 
17 — and Make of your Sword- hilt. 

"Mir. Pm mighty glad you like it, Sir. 

1 Bra. Will oo nad Sir? £ a A 
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Mir. Sir, I won't ſell it. . 1 3B. VV 
1 Bra. Not fell it, Sir ! 

Mir. on Gentlemen, —— but Pl 3 it Wich 
all my Heart. 2 it. 
1 Bra. O, Sir, we ſhall rob vou. N l 

Mir. That you do I'll be ſworn. [Aide] I date 
another at home, pray, Sir, Gentlemen you're 
too modeſt, have I any thing elſe that you fancy? 
Sir, will you do me a Favour ?- [To the 1 Bravo.] I 
am extremely in love with that Wig which you wear, 
will you do me the Favour to change with me? 

1 Bra. Look'e, Sir, this is a Family-Wig, ad 1 
wou'd not part with it, but if you like it — 

Mir. Sir you moſt humble Servant. 


They Gang Wigs. 
1 Bra. Madam, your moſt humble Slave. 
[Goes up foppiſhly to the Lady, Salutes her. 


2 Bra. The F ales very liberal; ; ſhall we 3 
him ? 

1 Bra. What! Let him ſcape to hang u all And 
I to loſe my Wig ; no, no! I want but a handſome 
Pretence to quarrel with him, for you know we mult 
act like Gentlemen. Here, ſome Wine —— [Vine 
here.) Sir, your good Health. 

[Pulls Mirabel y the Noſe. 

Mir. Oh ! Sir, your moſt humble Servant; a pleaſant 
Frolick enough, to drink a Man's Health. and pull 
him by the Noſe ; ha, ha, ha, e 6-50h $3 
hamour'd Gentleman. 

Lam. Help the Gentleman to a Glaſs. bur. ub. 

1 Bra. How d'ye like the Wine, Sir ? ++ + 

Mir. Very good o' the kind, Sir: But I tell ye 


what; I find we're all inclin'd;to be frolickſome, and 
IT'gad, for my own part, I was never more diſpoſed to 


be merry; let's make a Night on'ty: ha! — This 
Wine is pretty, but I have ſuch Burgundy at home. 
—— Look, Gentlemen, let me ſend Br half a dozen 


Flasks of my Burgundy, I defy France to match it; 


— will make us all Life, all Air, pray, Gen- 
tlemen. 


D 2 2 Bra. 
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2 Bra. Eh ! Shall us have his Burgendy / 

1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll-have all we can; here call 
up the Gentleman's Servant —— What think you, 
Lamorce ? 

Lam. Yes, yes, your Servant is a fooliſh 
Country Boy,” Sir, he underſtands nothing but In- 
nocence. 

Mir, Ay, ay, Madam. —— Here, Page, ¶ Cater 
Oriana] take this Key, and go to my Butler, order 
him to ſend half a dozen Flasks of the red Burgundy, 

mark'd a thouſand ; and be ſure you make haſte, I 
long to entertain my Friends here, my very good 
Friends. 

Omnes. Ah, dear, Sir! 

1 Bra. Here, Child, take a Glaſs of Wine —— 
Your Maſter and I have chang'd Wigs, __ in a 
Frolick. — Where had you this pretty Boy, honeſt 
Muftapha ? 

Ori. Muftapha ! : 

Afr. Out of Picardy = this is the firſt Errand 
he has made for me, and if he does it right, I'll en- 
courage him. 

Ori. The red Burgundy, Sir. 

Mir. The red, SS — and be ſure you 
make hafte. 

Ori. I ſhall, Sir. Exit. 

1 Bra. Sir, you were pleas'd to like my Wig, have 
you any Fancy for my Coat? ——— Look'e, Sir, it 
has ſerv'd a great many honeſt Gentlemen very faith- 


Mir. Not fo faithfully, for I'm * 
ſcurvy Trick of leaving all its Maſters in N 


Toe Infolence of thei Dogs is beyond their Crucky. 


2 * You're , Sir. a. 


Mir. Only concern d, Madam, that I ſhou'd have 
no Servant here but this little Boy — he'll make 
- ſome” confounded Blunder, I'll lay my Life on't, I 


3 be diſappointed of my Wine for the Uni 
| Lam 
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Lam. He'll do well enough, Sir; but Supper's ready, 
will you pleaſe to eat a Bit, Sir ? 

Mir, O, Madam, I never had a better Stomach in 
my Life. 

Lam. Come then, —— we have nothing but a 
Plate of Soop. 

Mir. Ah! The Marriage-Soop I cou'd diſpenſe 
with now. [ Aide. [Exit, handing the Lady. 

2 Bra. That Wig won't fall to your Share. 

1 Bra. No, no, we'll ſettle that after Supper, in the 
mean time the Gentleman ſhall wear it. 

2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him? 

3 Bra. To be ſute. I think he knows me. 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales; I wonder 
at the Impudence of the Erg/i/5 Rogues, that will 
hazard the Meeting a Man at the Bar that they have 
encounter'd upon the Road! I ha'o't the Conſidence 
to look a Man in the Face after I have done him an 
Injury, therefore we'll murder him. [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Old Mirabe!'s Houſe. 


Enter Duretete. 

Dur. My Friend has forſaken me, I have abandon'd 
my Miſtreis, my Time lies heavy on my Hands, and 
my Money burns in my Pocket —— But now I think 
on't, my Myrmidons are upon Duty to-night ; Til fairly 
ſtrole down to the Guard, and nod away the Night 
with my honeſt Lieutenant over a Flask of Wine, a 

Rakehelly Story, and a Pipe of Tobacco. 
[Going off, Bil. meets him. 

Biſ. Who comes there? ſtand ! 

Dur. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd Dragoon. 

Bif. Look'e, Sir, I'm told you intend to travel again. 
l deſign to wait on you as far as tay. 

Dur, Then Til travel into Wales. 

Biſ. Wales ! What Country's that? 

Dar. The Iand of Mountains, Child, where you're 
never out of the way, cauſe there's no ſuch thing as a 
High-Road. | 
. D 3 Bif. 
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D Ratheralways in a High- Road, 'cauſe you travel 
all r as it will, Pl 0 along 
wick You. | 

Dur. But we intend to ſail to the Eaft Indies. 

3% Eaft and Weſt, tis all one to me; I'm tight 
and light, and the fitter for failing. 

Dur. But ſuppoſe we take thro' Germany, and drink 
hard. 


Bi. Suppoſe I take thro' Germany, and drink harder 
you.” 

Dur: Suppoſe I go to a Baudy-houſe. 

Biſ. Suppoſe I ſhew you the way. 

Dur. Sdeath, Woman, will you go to the Guard 
with me, and ſmoak a Pipe ? 

Bif. Allens done ! 

Dar. The Devil's in the Woman : — ſuppoſe I 
hang myſelf. 

' Bif. There Pl leave you. 

Dar. And a happy riddance, the Gallows is wel- 
come. 

Biſ. Hold, hold, Sir [Catches him by the Arm going] 


one word before we part. 
or I ſhall think that 


Dr. Let me go, Madam, 
you're a Man, and perhaps may examine you. 

5% Stir if you dare; I have ſtill Spirits to attend 
me; and can raiſe ſuch a muſter of Fairies as ſhall 
puniſh you to death Come, Sir, ſtand there 
now and ogle me: [ He frowns upon her.) Now a lan- 
* Sigh ! [He groans.) Now run and take my 


Fan, faſter. [He runs and takes it up.] Now 
play with it handſomely. 
Dur. Ay, ay. [ He tears it all in pieces. 


Bif. Hold, hold, dear humorous Coxcomb ;- Captain, 
ipare my Fan, and Ill — Why, you rude, inhuman 
Monſter, don't you expect to pay ſor this? 

Dur. Yes, Madam, there's T welve Pence ; for ag 
is the Price on't. 


Bis Sir, it coſt a Guinea. 


2: 
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Dur. Well, Madam, you ſhall have the Sticks again. 


[ Throws them to her, and Exit. 

Bi/. Ha, ha, ha, ridiculous below my Concern. I 
muſt follow him however, to know if he can give me 
any News of Oriana. [Exit. 


SCENE changes to Lamorce's Liu. 
Enter Mirabel Solus. 


1 


Mir. Bloody Hell-hounds, I over- heard you: „ 


Was not I two Hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicing 
Mirabel? How did I plume my Hopes in a fair 
coming Proſpect of a long Scene of Years? Life court- 
ed me with all the Charms of Vigour, Youth, and 
Fortune; and to be torn away from all my promiſed 
Joys is more than, Death; the Manner too, by Vil- 
lains. O my Oriana, this very Moment might 
have bleſs'd me in thy Arms! and my poor Boy, the 
innocent Boy.! — Confuſion ! — But huſh, they come: 

a muſt diſſemble fall — No News of my Wine, Gen- 

emen? 


Enter the Hur Bravoes. 

1 Bra. No, Sir, E believe your Country. Bocby has 
loſt himſelf, and we can wait no longer ſor't: 
True, Sir, you're a pleaſant Gentleman, bat 1 ſuppoſe 
you ùnderſtand our Buſineſs. 

Mir. Sir, I may go near to gueſs at your Employ- 
ments; you, Sir, are a Lawyer, I preſume, you a Phy- 
ſician, you a Scrivener, and you a Stock vue" —— 
All Cut-throats, I- gad. 

4 Bra. Sir, I am a Broken Officer; I weak callers 
at the Head of the Army for a Coward : So I took up 
the Trade of Murder to retrieve the r ol my 
Courage. 

3 Bra. Tam a Soldier too, and wou'd ſerve my King, 
but I don't like the Quarrel, and I have more Honour 
than to fight in a bad Cauſe. i 

2 Bra. I was bred a Gentleman, and ee us Eftate; 


but I muſt have my Whore and my Bottle, thro*-the 
Prejudice of Education. 


D 4 I Bra. 
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1 Bra. I am a Ruffan too, by the Prejudice of Edu- 
cation, I was bred a Butcher. In ſhort, Sir, if your 
Wine had come, we might have trifled a little longer. 
> pi „Sir, which Sword will you fall by? mine, | 

r? | 


2 Bra. Or mine ? (Aw. | 
3 Bra. Or mine ? draws. | 
4 Bra. Or mine? [drazrs, 
Mir. I ſcorn to beg my Life; but to be butcher'd 
thus! O there's the Wine : —— - this Moment 
for {inoctizg) my Life or Death. 
Enter Oriana. | 
Lot, for ever loft ! Where's the wu Child? 


Lug. 
On. Coming up, Si [Stamps * 


Enter Doretete with his Sword FREWS and fre 7 rhe 
grand Muſqueteers with their Pieces prefented, the 
-- -Ruffians drop their Swords. [Oriana goes off. 


Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine. Youth, Plea- 
fure, Fortune, Days and Years, are now my: own 
again. Ah, my dear Friends, did not I tell you 
this Wine wou'd make me merry Dear Captain, 
theſe Gentlemen are the beſt· natur d, facetious, witty 
Creatures, that ever you knew. 


Enter Lamorce. 


n Is the Wine come, Sir ? | 

Mir. O yes, Madam, the Wine is, come — ſee there ! 
(Pointing to the Soldiers.) Your Ladyſhip has got a very 
fine Ring upon your Finger. 

Lam. Sir, tis at your Service. 

Mir. O ho! is it ſo? Thou dear Seven hundred Pound, 
thou'rt welcome home again, with all my Hean 
Ad's my Life, Madam, you have got the fineſt built 
Wark there l Tompion's, I preſume. | 

: Lam. Sir, you may wear it. 
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Mir. O, Madam, by no means, tis too much 
Rob you of all! —— (Taking it from her Good dear 
Time, thou'rt a precious thing. I'm glad I have retriev'd 
thee: (Putting it up.) What my Friends neglefted 
all this while! Gentlemen, you'll pardon my Com- 


plaiſance to the Lady. How now i is it, civil 
to be ſo out of humour at my Entertainment, 'and I fo 
pleaſed with yours? Captain, you're ſurpriz'd at all 
this! but we're in our Frolicks, you muſt know. 
Some Wane here. hy" 


Enter Servant with Wine. Fu 
Come, Captain, this worthy Gentleman's Health. 


[Tweaks the firſt Bravo by the Noſe ; he roars. 


But now, where, where's my dear Deliverer, my 
Boy, my charming Boy ? 

1 Bra. I hope ſome of our Crew below-ſtairs have 
diſpatch'd him. | 

Mir. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou? Diſpatch'd! I'll 
have ye all tortur'd,-rack'd, torn to pieces alive, if you 
have touch d my Bo/.——— Here, Page! Page! 
Page 0 (Runs out.) 

Dar. Here, Gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe 
Fellows. | 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard will 
be very civil to us. 

Dur. Now for you, Madam; —— He, he he. 
Pm ſo pleas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of one 
Woman before I die - Well, Miſtreſs Snap- dragon, 
which of theſe honourable Gentlemen is ſo happy to call 
you Wife ? ; 

1 Bra. Sir, She ſhou'd have been mine to-night, eauſe 
Sampre here had her laſt Night. Sir, ſhe's very true to 
us all four. 

Dur. Take em to Juſtice. [The Guards carry 

off the Bravoes. 


| Enter Oli Mirabel, Dugard, Biſarre. | 
Old Mir. Robin, Robin, where's Bob ?. where's my 
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Boy ? — 


N 
N 
N 
' 
| 
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| 
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What, is this the Lady? a pretty Whore, faith? — Heark'e 
Child, becayſe my Son was ſo civil as to oblige you with 
a Coach, PI treat you with a Cart, indeed I will. ; 

y, Madam, and you ſhall have a ſwin- | 

kc rut three or four thouſand Footmen at your 
eels at leaſt. | 
Dur. No leſs becomes her Quality. 
Bi. Faugh! the Monſter ! 1 
Dur. Monſter ! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, let 
me tell you. 


| Enter Mirabel. 
Ola Mir. Ah, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe, Man? 
Mir. No, no, Sir, I'm ruin'd, the Saver of my Liſe 
is Joſt. | 
Od Mir. No, no, he came and brought us the News. 
Mir. But where is he? — -— [Euter Oriana.] Ha! |} 
{Rams and embraces ber.) My dear Preſerver, what ſhall | 
I do to recompence your Truſt ? Father, Friends, | 
Gentlemen, behold the Youth that has reliev'd me from | 
the moſt ignominious Death, from the ſcandalous Poi- 
nards of theſe bloody Rufffans, where to have fall'n 
' wou'd have defam'd my Memory with vile Reproach. 
My Life, Eſtate, my All, is due to fuch 
a Favour. Command me, Child, before you 
all, before my late, fo kind indulgent Stars, I ſwear 
to grant whate'er you ask. | | 
Ori. To the ſame Stars indulgent now to me, I wil! 
appeal as to the Juſtice of my Claim ; I ſhall demand 
but what was mine before . the juſt Performance 
of your Contract to Oriana. 
[Diſcoverir herſelf 


"Om. Oriana 

Ori. In this Diſguiſe I reſoly d to follow you abroad, 
counterfeited that Letter that got me into your Service; 
and fo, by this ſtrange Turn of Fate, I became the 
Enftrument of your Preſervation ; few common Servants 
wou'd have had ſuch cunning ; My Love inſpir'd me 
' with the meaning of your Meffage, *canfe-my Concern 
for your Safety made me ſuſpect your Company. 
| Dur. Mirabel, you're 9 f | * 

ir. 


ter 


The Way to win him. 83 


Mir. Caught! I ſcorn the Thought of Impoſition, 
the Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex I have de- 
ſpis'd, and broke thro! all Contrivance. Caught] No, 
tis my voluntary Act; this was no human Stratagem, 
but by my providential Stars, defign'd to ſhew the Dan- 
gers wandring Youth incurs by the Purſuit of an un- 
lawful Love, to plunge me headlong in the Snares of 
Vice, and then to free me by the Hands of Virtue : 
Here, on my Knees,” I humbly beg my fair Preſerver's 
Pardon ; my Thanks are needleſs, for myſelf I owe. 
And now for ever do proteſt me yours. 89 

Old Mir. Tall, all di dall. (Sings) Kiſs me, Daugh- 
no, you ſhall kiſs me firſt, (To Lamorce) for 
you're the Cauſe ont. Well, Biſarre, what ſay you to 
the Captain? 

Biſ. T like the Beaſt well enough, but I don't under- 
ſtand his Paces ſo well as to venture him in a ſtrange 
Road. . 

Old Mir. But Marriage is ſo beaten a Path that you 
can't go wrong. 

Biſ. Ay, 'tis ſo beaten that the Way is ſpoil'd. 

Dur. There is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy 
Husband —-—I cou'd marry thee to-day for the Pri- 
vilege of beating thee to-morrow. 

Old Mir. Come, come, you may agree for all this : 
Mr. Dugard, are not you pleas'd with this??? 


Dug. So pleas'd, that if I thought it might ſecure 


your Son's Affection to my Siſter, I wou'd double her 
Fortane. | 5.4 

Mir. Fortune ! has not ſhe given me mine? my 
Life, Eſtate, my All, and what is more, her virtuous 
ſelf. — Virtue, in this ſo advantageous Light, has her 
own ſparkling Charms, more tempting far than glit- 
tering Gold or Glory. Behold the Foil (Pointing 10 


Lamorce) that ſets this Brightneſs off! (To Oriana.) 


Here view the Pride (70 Oriana) and Scandal of the Sex. 
(To Lam.) There (7e Lam.) the falſe Meteor, whoſe 
deluding Light leads Mankind to Deſtruction. Here 
(To Oriana) the bright ſhining Star that guides to a 
Security of Happineſs, @ Garden and a ſingle She 
| (To 
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(Je Oriana)- was our firſt Father's Bliſs ; the Tempter 
tre and to wander, was his Curſe. 


What Liberty can be fo tempting there, (Te Lam.) 
1 , virtuous, amrous Bondage here? (To Oriana. 


The End of the fifth ACT. 
EEC 
SONG: By Mr. Or. 

Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 


' | J. 

8 Ince, Celia, is not in our Power 
To tell how long our Lives may laſt, 

Begin to love this very Hour, _ 


Tea ue A too mach in what is paſt. 


1 26 ; II. 
Fer fince the Pow'r are all obey, 
Has in your Breaff my Heart confin'd, 


Let me my Body to it lay, 
i ain you'd part what Nature Join d. 


(85) 


NOI 


Written by Nathaniel Rowe, Eſq; 
And ſpoken by Mr. Wilks. 


= 


2 
8³ 


1 Fletcher's great Original, to-day 
took the Hint of this our Modern Play : 

Our "_ from his Lines, has ſtrove to paint 
A witty, wild, inconflant, free Gallant : 
With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, | 
With Language, and with Softnefs fram'd to move, 8 
With litthe Truth, but with a World of Love. 
Such Forms on Maids in Morning-Slumbers wait, 
When Fancy firft inſtructs their Hearts to beat, (yet. 

When firft they wiſh, and figh for what they know not 
Frown not, ye Fair, to think your 
Reach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded Way ; 
Let Villeroy“: Mi fortune make you wiſe, 
There's Danger ſtill in Darkneſs and Surprize 3 
Tho" from bis Rampart he defy'd the Foe, 
Prince Eugene found an AqueduF below. 
With eaß Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, 
A preſſing Lover ſeldom wants Succeſs : : 
Nin 5 Reſpectful, like the Greek, fits down, 
And waſtes a ten Year's Siege before one Town. 
For her own ſake, let no forſaken Maid, 
Qur 9 223 for want of Love, raid 


- 
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Since "tis a Secret, none ſhou'd Oer confeſs, 
That they have loft the happy Pow'r to pleaſe. 
If you ſuſpect the Rogue inclin'd to break, * 
Break fi, and fwear you've turm d bias off a Meet 3 | 
As Princes, when they refty Stateſmen doubt, gf 
Before they can ſurrender, turn em out. 

Whate'er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 

And much even for Inconflancy be ſaid. | 
Let the good Man for Marriage- Rites 12 end, 8 8 


With Prudious Cares; and Diligence of Mind, 

Turn ever every Page of — 4 | 
Mark every Senſe, and how the R cadings wary, 

And, when be knows the worft on ——_— let _ marry. 
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HENRY BRETT, Eſa; 
HE Commons of England have a Right of Petition- 

7 ing 3 and fince by your Place in the Senate you are 
| oblig'd to bear and redreſs the Subject, I preſume up- 
en the Privilege of the People, to give you the follow- 
ing Trouble. l 

As Prologues introduce Plays on the Stage, fo Dedications 
uſher them into the great Theatre of the World; and as 
we chuſe ſome flanch Actor to addreſs the Audience, /o 
wwe pitch upon ſome Gentleman of undiſputed Ingenuity to 
recommend us to the Reader. Books, like Metals, require 
to be flampt with ſome valuable Effigies before they be- 
come popular and current. 1 

To eſeape the Criti:ks, T refohod to take Sanctuary with 
ne of the be; one who differs from the Fraternity in 
this, That his Good. nature is ever predominant ; can 
diſcover an Author's ſmalleſt Faults, and pardon the 

reateft. bavs | 

: 1255 generous Approbation, Sir, has done this Play fer- 
vice, but has injur'd the Author ; for it has made bim 
inſufferably vain, and he thinks himſelf authoriz'd to 
and up for the Merit of his Performance, when fo great 
4 Maſter of Wit has declar'd in his Favour. N 
De Mufer are the moſt Coguetiſh of their Sex, fond of 
being admir'd, and always putting on their be Airs to 
the fineſt Gentleman : But alas, Sir | Their Addreſſes are 
flale, and their fine Things but Repetition; for there is 
nothing new in Wit, but what is found in your oven Con- 

Cou'd I write by the help of Study, as you talk with- 
out it, I n venture to ſay ſomething in the uſual 
Strain of Dedication ; but as you have too much Wit to 
Juffer it, and I too little to undertake it, I hope the 
World will excuſe my Deficiency, and you will pardon the 
Pre ſumption of, 

SIR, 


December 23, Your moſt Oblig'd, and 
1702, MMeſt humble Servant, 


G. FARaUHAR. 
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HE Succeſs and Countenance that Debauchery 
has met with in Plays, was the moſt ſevere and 
reaſonable Charge againſt their Authors in Mr. 
1 and indeed this Gentleman had 


— 


8 of their —— have 
imbib'd other Principles, and ſtand up as vigoroul-, 
ly. for the old Poetick Licence, as they do the 
r They take all Innovations 

for . Grievances 3. and let a Project be never ſo. well 
laid ſor their Advantage, yet the Undertaker is very 
likely to ſuffer. by't...,A Play without a Beau, Cully, 
Cuckold, or Coquet, is as poor an Entertainment 
to ſome Palates, as their Sunday's Dinner wou'd be 
without Beef and Pudding, And this I take to be one 
Reaſon that che Galleries were ſo thin during the 
Ran of this Play. 1 thought indeed to have dot 


— AW 


the ſplenetick Zeal of the City, by making a Gentleman 
a Knave, and puniſhing their great Grievance — A 
Wheremaſter ; but a certain Virtuoſo of that Fraterni- 

has told me fince, that ' the Citizens were never 
more diſappointed in any Entertainment; for (/aid be) 
however pious we may appear to be at home, yet we 
never go to that end of the 'Town but with an Intention 
to be lewd. | 1 

There was an Odium caſt upon this Play, before it 
appear'd, by ſome Perſons who thought it their In- 


tereſt to have it ſuppreſs'd. The Ladies were fright- 


ed from ſeeing it, by formidable Stories of a Midwife, 
and were told, no doubt, that they muſt expect no 
leſs than a Labour upon the Stage ; but I hope the exa- 
mining into that Aſperſion will be enough to wipe it 
off, ſince the Character of the Midwife is only fo far 
touch'd as is neceffary for carrying on the Plot, 
ſhe being principally decypher'd in her procuring Ca- 
pacityz and I dare not affront the Ladies ſo far, as 


to imagine they cou'd be offended at the expoſing. of a 


Bawd. 


Some Critieke complain, that the Deſign is de- 


ſective for want of Cælia's Appearance in the Scene 
but T had rather they ſhould find this Fault, than I 
forfeit my Regard: to the Fair, by ſhewing a Lady of 
„ a Misfortune ; for which Reaſon I made 

r only 
that injur'd her: And if the Ladies don't agree that 
yt have done her Juſtice in the End, I'm very forry 

t. | nin 
Some People are apt to ſay, That the Character of 
Richmore points at a particular Perſon ; - tho I muſt 
confeſs, I ſee nothing but what is very generaf in 
his Character, except his marrying his own Miſtreſs ; 
which by the way he never did, for he was no ſoon- 
er off the Stage, but he chang'd his Mind, and the 
poor Lady is ſtill in fatu Que: But upon the whole 
Matter, 'tis Application only makes the Aſs; and 


rs in Plays, are like Long-lane Clothes, not 
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Nominal, and choſe to expoſe the Perſon 
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out for. the Uſe of any. particular People, but Quality * 
be bought by only thoſe they happen to fie. vide mor 
The moſt material Objection againſt this Play {heir AP 
the Importance of the Subject, which neceſſarily lead: 
into Sentiments too great ſor Diverſion, and ſu * 
Vices too great for Comedy to puniſh. Tia faid, 
own, that the Buſineſs of Comedy is chiefly to rid 
cule Folly, and that the Puniſhment of Vice falls rather 
into the Province of Tragedy; but if there be a mid. 
dle Sort of Wickedneſs, too high for the Sock, and too 
low for the Baskin, is there any Reaſon that it ſhou'd 
. go unpuniſh'd ? What are more obnoxious to humane 
Society, than the Villains expos'd an this Play, the 
Frauds, Plots and Contrivances upon the Fortunes of 
Men, and the Virtue of Women ? but the Perſons are 
too mean for Heroick ; then what muſt we do 2 
them? Why. n 
dy: For it is unreaſonable to the Law. 
givers in Poetry wou {pwn 2 from executing 
| that Juſtice which is the Foundation of their Conſtitu- 
tion ; or to ſay, that expoſing Vice is the Buſineſs of 
the Drama nene 


Some have ack'd the Queſtion, Why the Elder 
Waor'dbe, in the Fourth Act, ſhou'd DE Mad- 
neſs in his Confinement ? Don't miſtake, there was no 
nr and the judicious cou d ea - 
ve that it was only a Start of Humour put 
to divert his Melancholy ; and when Gaiety is 
ſtrain d to cover Misfortune, it may very naturally be 
overdone, and riſe to a Semblance of Madnefs, ſuffici- 
ent to impoſe on the Conſtable, and perhaps on ſome 
of the Audience ; who taking every thing at Sight, 
impute that as a Fault, which I am bold to ſtand up 
I SE e 
1 

This I think ſufficient to obviate what Objeftions 
I have heard made; but there was no great Occa- 
ſion for making this Defence, having had — Opinion 
ef ſome of the greateſt Perſons i in Fagland, both for 


Quality 


Quality and Parts, that the Play has Merit enough to 
ide more Faults than have been found; and I think 
eir A tion ſufficient to excuſe ſome Pride that 
nay be incident to the Author upon this Performance. 

I muſt own myſelf oblig'd to Mr. Longueville for. 
ſome Lines in the Part of Teague, and ſomething of 
he ; but above all for his Hint of the Twins, 
upon which I form'd my Plot: But having paid him 
all due Satisfaction and Acknowledgment, I muſt do 
myſelf the Juſtice to believe, that few of our modern 
Writers have been leſs beholden to foreign Aſſiſtance 
in their Plays, than I have been in the following 
Scenes. 
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PROLOGUE: By Mr. Motteux I 
Spoken by Mr. WIL K $. 
An ALARM founded. | 


ITA Drums and Trumpets in this Warring A 
A Martial Prologue ſhou'd Alarm the Sta: tage. | 


New Plays — &er Acted, a full Audience near, 
Szem Towns inveſted, when a Siege they fear. 
Prologues are like a Fore-lorn- Hope ſent out 

Before the Play, to Skirmiſh and to Scout : 

Our dreadful Foes, the Criticks, when they y, 
They cock, they charge, they fire, — then back they Hy. 
The Siege 5 is laid —— their gallant Chiefs abound, 
Here — Foes intrench'd, 3 Troops around, 
And the loud Bat ries ar — from yonder riſing Ground. 


In the frft Act, briſk Sallies, (miſ5 or bit) 


With Vollies of Small Shot, or ſnip-ſnap Wit, 

Attack, and gall the Trenches of the Pit. 
The next — the Fire continues, but at length 

Grows leſs, and flackens like a Bridegroom's Strength. 
The Third, Feints, Mines, and Countermines abound, 
Your Critick Engineers ſafe under-ground, 
Blow up our Works, and all our Art confound. 
The Fourth — brings on moſt Action, - tis ſharp, © 
Frei Foes crowd on, at your Remiſſneſs carp. 4 
8 rate, tb unſtill d, inſult our counter ſcarp. 

comes the la; the Gen'ral Storm is near, 

The Poet-Governor now quakes for fear ; 
Runs wildly up and down, forgets to buff, 

Hnd wou'd give all he's plunder d. to get off. ſ 
4 So 
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Don; and Monſieur — Bluff, before the Siege, 
Were guickly tam d ---+ at Venlo, and at Lege: 
Twas Viva Spagnia ! Vive France ! Before ; © 
Now, Quartier: Monſieur ! Quartier ! Ah ! Senor! 
But what your Reſolution can withſtand ? * 

You maſter all, and awe the Sea and Land. 

In War.—— your Valbur makes the Strong ſubmit ; 
Your Fudgment humbles all Attempts in Wit. 

What Play, what Fort, what Beauty can endare + 
All fierce Aſſaults, and always be ſecure ! 

Then grant em gen'rous Terms who dare to write, 
Since now that ſeems as deſp' rate as to fight , 

If wwe muſt yield yet &er the Day be fixt, 

Let us hold out the Third—and, if we may, the Sixth. 


or, | 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 
Elder-Wasdbe, = Mr. dll, 
Young Ven abe, Mr. Cibber. 
Richmore. © Mr. Huſband. 
Trueman, Mr. Mills, | 
Mr. Pizketbmas | 
Mr. J. 
Mr. Fairbank. 
Mr. Mins. 
| Mr. Bowen. 
WOMEN. 
Conflance, Mrs, Rogers. 
Aurelia, Mrs, Hook. 
Midnight, Mr. Bullock, 
Strward's Wile, Mrs. Moor. 
Conſtable, Watch, &c. 
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rere 


en 
SCE N E, Lodgings. 


The Curtain drawn up, diſcovers Young Wav'dbe @ dre/- 
fing, and his Valet buckling his Shoes. 


SY2RERE is ſuch a Plague every Morn- 

ing with buckling Shoes, gartering, 
combing, and powdering 
Pſhaw ! ceaſe thy Impertinence, I'II 


. i = | 

44 — ©, | 

< ey 6 dreſs no more to- day Were 
l an honeſt Brute, that riſes from 


| his Litter, ſhakes himſelf, and fo is 
dreſt, I cou'd bear it. . 


Aus- Richmore. 
Rich. No farther yet, Nou abe Tis almoſt One. 


Mn. E Y. W. 


— <A overs — — 
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V. V. Then blame the Clock-makers, they made 
it ſo; — Prithee, what have we to do with Time? 
Can't we let it alone as Nature made it? Can't a Man 
eat when he's hungry, go to Bed when he's ſleepy, riſe 
when he wakes, dreſs when he pleaſes, without the 
Confinement of Hours to enſlave him ? 

Rich. Pardon me, Sir, I underſtand your Stoiciſm | 
Fou have loft your Money laſt Night. j 

Y. W. No, no, Foitune took care of me there— | 
I had none to loſe. | 

Rich. "Tis that gives you the Spleen. | 

V. V. Yes, I have got the Spleen and ſomething 
elſe Heark'e 

Rich. How ! : (Whiſpers. 

V. V. Poſitively. The Lady's kind Reception was 
the moſt ſevere Uiage I eter met with «<— S$ha'n' [ 
break her Windows —- Richmore ? N 

Rich. A mighty Revenge truly: Let me tell you, 
Friend, that breaking the Windows of ſuch Houſes are 

no. more than writing over a Vintner's Door, as they 
do in Holland —— Vin te loop. *Tis no more than a 
Buſh to the Tavern, a Decoy to the Trade, and to draw 
in Cuſtomers ; but upon the whole Matter, I think, 
a Gentleman ſhou'd put up an Affront got in ſuch i 
little Company; for the Pleaſure, the Pain, and the Re- 
ſientment, are all alike ſcandalous. 

Y. W. Have you forgot, Richmore, how I found you 
one Morning with the Flying- Poſt in your Hand, hunt 
ing for Phyſteal Advertiſements ? 

Rich, That was in the Days of Dad, my Friend, 
in the Days of dirty Linen, Pit- Masks, Hedge: Taverns, 

and Beef. Steales: But now I fly at nobler Game, the 
Ring, the Court, Pawle!'s and the Park. I deſpite 
all Women that I apprehend any Danger from, le 
than the having my Throat cut; and ſhould ſcruple | 
to converſe even with a Lady of Fortune, unleſs her 
Virtue were loud enough to give me Pride in ex- 
poſing it Here's a Letter I receiv'd this Mon | 
ing; you may tead it, ou. A Lauer. 


T. V. 
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v. V. [Reads] 

F there be Solemnity in Proteſtations, Juſtice in Hea- 
ven, or Fidelity on Earth, I may flill depend on the 

Faith of my Richmore —— Tho' 1 may conceal my Lowe, - 

Ins longer can hide the Effects on't from the I ur... 

Be careful of my Honour, remember your Vows, and fly 


to the Relief of the Diſconſolate 


Clelia. 
The Fair, the Courted, Blooming Clelia? el 
Rich. The credulous, troubleſome, fooliſh Clalia. 
Did you ever read ſuch a fulſome Harangue 
Lard, Sir, I am near my Time, and want your Aſ- 
ſiſtance —— Does the filly Creature imagine that any 
Man wou'd come near her in thoſe Circumſtances, 
unleſs it were Doctor Chamberlain You may keep 
the Letter. 
Y. W. But why wou'd you truſt it with me? You 
know I can't keep a Secret that has any Scandal in't. 
Rich. For that reaſon I communicate it. I know 
thou art a perſect Gazette, and will ſpread the News 
all over the Town : For yon muit underſtand that T 
am now beſieging another; and I would have the Fame 
of my Conqueſt upon the Wing, that the Town may 


- ſurrender the ſooner. 


Y. W. But if the Report of your Cruelty goes along 
with that of your Valour, you'll find no Garrifon of 
any Strength will open their Gates to you. 

Rich. No, no, Women are Cowards, the Terror pre- 
vails upon them more than Clemency : My beſt Pretence 
to my Succeſs with the Fair, is my uſing em ill; tis 
turning their own Guns upon em, and I have always 
found it the moſt ſucceſsful Battery to aſſail one Repu- 
tation by facrificing another. 

V. V. I cou'd love thee for thy Miſchief, did I not 
envy thee for thy Succeſs in't. 

Rich. You never attempt a Woman of Figure. 

V. V. How can I? This confounded Hump of 
mine is ſuch a Burthen at my Back, that it preſſes me 
down here in the Dirt and Diſeaſes of Covent-Gar- 
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den, the low Suburbs of Pleaſure Curſt Fortune ! 
I am a younger Brother, and yet cruelly depriv'd 'of 
my Birth-right, a handſome Perſon ; ſeven thouſand 
a Year in a direct Line, wou'd have ftrauen'd my Back 
to ſome Purpoſe — —— But I look, in my preſent 
Circumſtances, like a Branch of another kind, graft- 
ed only upon the Stock, which makes me grow fo 
crooked. 7 

Rich. Come, come, tis no Misfortune, your Father | 
is ſo as well as you. 

V. V. Then why ſhou'd not I be a Lord as well as 
he? Had I the fame Title to the Deformity, I cou'd 


bear it. 
- Rich. But how does my Lord bear the Abſence of 
your Twin- Brother? 


V. W. My Twin-Brother ! Ay, 'was his crouding 
me that ſpoil'd my Shape, and his coming half an 
Hour before me that ruin'd my Fortune My 
Father expell'd me his Houſe ſome two Years ago, 
becauſe I would have perſuaded him that my Twin- 
Brother was a Baſtard He gave me my Portion, 
which was about fifteen hundred Pound, and I have 
ſpent two thouſand of it already. As for my Brother, 
be don't care a Farthing for me. 

Rich. Why ſo pray? 

V. V. A very odd Reaſon — Becauſe I hate him. 
Rich. How ſhould he know that ? 

Y. V. Becauſe he thinks it reaſonable it ſhou'd be 


ſo. | | | 
-- Rich. But did your Actions ever expreſs any Malice 
to him? | 
Y. V. Yes: I would fain have kept him company; 
but being aware of my Kindneſs, he went abroad: 
He has travell'd theſe five Years, and I am told, is a 
grave, ſober Fellow, and in danger of living a great 
while ; all my hope is, that when he gets into his | 
Honour and eſtate, the Nobility will ſoon leill him 
© by drinking him up to his Dignity. - But come, | 
Frank, | have but two Eye-iores in the World, | 
Brother before me, and a Hump behind me, and 
thou 
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thou art ſtill laying em in my way: Let us aſſume an 


Argument of leſs Severity Can'ſt thou lend me a 


Brace of hundred Pounds ? 

Rich, What wou'd you do with 'em ? poets; 

V. V. Do with 'em ! —— There's a Queſtion indeed; 
do you think I wou'd eat em. 

Rich. Yes, o my troth wou'd you, and drink em 
together. Look'e, Mr. Von abe, whilſt you kept 
well with your Father, ] cou'd have ventur'd to have 
lent you five Guineas. But as the Caſe ſtands, I 
can aſſure you, I have lately paid off my Siſters For- 
tunes, and | | 

V. V. Sir, this Put-off looks like an Aﬀront, when 
you know I don't uſe to take ſuch things. 

Rich. Sir, your Demand is rather an Aﬀront, when 
you know I don's uſe to give ſuch things. | 

V. V. Sir, Ill pawn my Honour. 

Rich. That's mortgag'd already for more than it 1s 
worth; you had better pawn your Sword there, *twill, 
bring you forty Shillings. | 

V. V. Sdeath, Sir — [Takes his Sword off the Table. 

Rich. Hold, Mr. Won abe, ſuppoſe I put an 
end to your Misfortunes all at once. | 

Y. W. How, Sir? | | 

Rich. Why, go to a Magiſtrate, and ſwear you wou'd 
have robb'd me of Two hundred Pounds Look'e, 
Sir, you have been often told, that your Extravagance 
wou'd ſome time or other be the ruin of you; and it 
will go a great way in your Indictment, to have turn'd 
the Pad upon your Friend. 

V. V. This Uſage is the height of Ingratitude from 
you, in whoſe Company I have ſpent my Fortune. 

Rich. I'm therefore a Witneſs, that it was very ill 
ſpent — Why wou'd you keep Company, be at equal 
Expences with me that have fifty times your Eftate ? 
What was Gallantry in me, was Prodigality in you; 
mine was my Health, becauſe I cou'd pay for it ; yours 
a Diſeaſe, becauſe you cou'd not. 0. 
1 And is this all I muſt expect from our Friend- 

. | 
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Rich. Friendſhip ! Sir, there can be no ſuch thing 
without an Equality. - 

V. V. That is, there can be no ſuch thing when 
there is occaſion for't. 

Kich. Right, Sir, our Friendſhip was over a 
Bottle only; and whilſt you can pay your Club of 
Friendſhip, I'm that way your humble Servant ; but 
when once you come borrowing, I'm this way 
Four humble Servant. [Exit. 


V. V. Rich, big, proud, arrogant Villain! I have 


deen twice his Second, thrice fick of the ſame Love, 
and thrice cur'd by the ſame Phyſick, and now he 
«drops me for a 'T rifle That an honeſt Fellow in 
his Cups, ſhou'd be ſuch a when he's ſober ! 


The narrow-hearted Raſcal has been drinking 


Coffee this Morning. Well, thou dear ſolitary Haltf- 
Crown, adieu! Here, Fact, [ Enter Servant] take 
this, pay for a Bottle of Wine, and bid Balderdaſb 
bring it himſelf. [ Ex:t Servant.] How melancholy 
are my poor Breeches ; not one Chink ! -—zr Thou 
art a villainous Hand, for thou haſt pick'd my Pocket. 
This Vintner now has all the Marks of an ho- 
neſt Fellow, a broad Face, a copious Look, a ftrut- 
ting Belly, and a jolly Mien. I have brought him 
above three Pound a Night for theſe two Years ſuc- 
ceſſively. The Rogue has Money, I'm ſure, if he 
will but lend it. | 


Enter Balderdaſh with a Bottle and Glaſs. 
Oh, Mr. Balderdaſb, good Morrow. 

Bald. Noble Mr. Wou'dbe, I'm your moſt humble 
Servant. I have brought you a Whetting-Glaſs, 
the beſt Oul Hock in Europe; I know 'tis your Drink 
in a _— | 

Y. V. Pl pledge you, Mr. Balderdaſb. 

Bald. Your Health, Sir. Drinks. 


V. V. Pray, Mr. Balderdaſb, tell me one thing, but 


firſt fit down : Now tell me plainly what you think 
of me. 


Bald. 


%. 
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Ball. Think of you, Sir! I think that you are the 
honeſteſt, nobleſt Gentleman, that ever drank a Glaſs 
of Wine ; and the beſt Cuſtomer that ever came into 
my Houſe. | 

V. V. And you really think as you ſpeak. | 

Bald. May this Wine be my Poiſon, Sir, if I don't 
ſpeak from the bottom of my Heart. [Driks. 

Y. . And how much Money do you think I have 
ſpent in your Houſe ? 

Bald. Why, truly, Sir, by a moderate Computation, 
I da believe, that I have handled of your Money the 
beit Part of Five hundred Pounds within theſe two 
Years. | | 

V. V. Very well! And do you think that you li 
under any Obligation for the Trade I have promoted 
to your Advantage ? | 

Bald. Yes, Sir; and if I can ſerve you in any re- 
ſpe, pray command me to the utmoſt of my Abi 
lity. 

V. V. Well! thanks to my Stars, there is ſtill ſome 
honeſty in Wine. Mr. Balderdaſb, J embrace you and 
your Kindneſs : I am at preſent a little low in Caſh, 
and muſt beg you to lend me a hundred Pieces. 

Bald. Why truly, Mr. Von abe, I was afraid it would 
eome to this; I have had it in my Head ſeveral times 
to caution you upon your Expences : But you were ſo 
very genteel in my Houſe, and your Liberality became 
you ſo very well, that I was unwilling to ſay any thing 
that might check your Diſpoſition; but truly, Sir, I 
can forbear no longer to tell you, that you have been a 
little too extravagant. * 

Y. V. But ſince you reap'd the Benefit of my Extra- 
vagance, you will, I hope, conſider my Neceſſity. 

Bald. Conſider your Neceſſity ! I do with all my 
Heart, and muſt tell you, moreover, that I will be no 
| longer acceſſary to it: I deſire you, Sir, to frequent 
| my Houſe no more. 

| V. V. How, Sir! ; 

Bald. I fay, Sir, that I have an Honour for my 
good Lord your. Father, and will not ſuffer his Son 
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to run into any Inconvenience : Sir, I ſhall order my 
Drawers not to ſerve ycu with a drop of Wine. 
Wou'd you have me connive at a Gentleman's De- 
ſtruction? 

V. V. But methinks, Sir, that a Perſon of your nice 
Conſcience ſhould have caution'd me before. 


Bald. Alas ! Sir, it was none of my Buſineſs: Wou'd Þ 
you have me be ſawey to a Gentleman that was my | 
beſt Cuſtomer ? Lackaday, Sir, had you Money to hold | 
it out ſtill, I had been hang'd rather than be rude to | 
you —— But truly, Sir, when a Man is ruin'd, tis 


but the Duty of a Chriſtian to tell him of it. 
V. V. Will you lend me the Money, Sir? 
Bald. Will you pay me this Bill, Sir ? 
- . Lend me the Hundred Pound, and I'll pay the 
Bald. Pay me the Bill, and I will — not lend you 
the Hundred Pound, Sir. -— But pray conſider with 
yourſelf, now, Sir; wou'd not you think me an errant 
-Coxcomb, to truſt a Perſon with Money that has al- 


ways been ſo extravagant under my Eye? whoſe Pro- 


ſuſeneſs I have ſeen, I have felt, I have handled? 
Have not I known you, Sir, throw away ten Pound of 
a Night upon a Covey of Pit-Partridges, and a Set- 
ting-Dog ? Sir, you, have made my Houſe an ill 
Houſe: My very Chairs will bear you no longer. — 
In ſhort, Sir, I defire you to frequent the Crown no 
more, Sir. 

V. V. Thou ſophiſticated Tun of Iniquity ; have I 
fatned your Carcaſs, and ſwell'd your Bags with my 
vital Blood ? Have I made you my Companion to be 
thus fawcy to me? But now I will keep you at your 
due Diſtance. { Kicks bin. 

Ser. Welcome, Sir! 


Y. W. Well faid, Fack. [Kicks him again. | 
Ser. Very welcome, Sir! I hope we ſhall bave your | 


Company another time. Welcome, Sir. 


[Hes hicÞ'd of. 
VF. V Pray, wait on him down Stairs, and give him 


a Welcome at the Door too. [ Exit Servant. 
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This is the Puniſhment of Hell ; the very Devil that 
tempted me to Sin, now upbraids me with the Crime. 
have villainouſly murder'd my Fortune, and 
now its Ghoſt, in the lank Shape of Poverty, haunts 
me: Is there no Charm to conjure down the Fiend ? 


/ 
Re-enter Servant. 
Ser. Oh Sir, here's ſad News. : 
Y. W. Then keep it to thyſelf, I have enough of 
that already. 

Ser. Sir, you will hear it too ſoon. 

Y. W. What! is Broad below ? 

Ser. No, no, Sir; better twenty ſuch as he were 
hang'd. Sir, your Father's dead. 

Y. W. My Father ! — Good night, my Lord : has 
he left me any thing ? 

Ser. I heard nothing of that, Sir. 

Y. W. Then I believe you heard all there was of it- 
Let me ſee, My Father dead ! and my elder Bro- 
ther abroad! If Neceſſity be the Mother of In- 
vention, ſhe was never more pregnant than with me. 
[Pauſes.) Here, Sirrah, run to Mrs. Midnight ; and 
bid her come hither preſently. [ Exit Servant.] That 
Woman was my Mother's Midwife when I was born, 
and has — theſe ten Vears. I have had 
her Endeavours to corrupt my Brother's Miſtreſs ; 
and now her Aſſiſtance will be neceſſary to cheat him 
of his Eſtate ; for ſhe's famous for underſtanding the 
right-ſide of a Woman, and the wrong -fide of the 
Law, [DExit. 


SC E NE changes to Midnight's Houſe. 


Midnight and Maid. 


Mid. Who's there ? - 

Maid. Madam. 

Mid. Has any Meſſage been left for me to-day ? 

Maid. Ves, Madain ; here has been one from my 
Lady Stilborn, that defir'd you not to be out of the 
Way, for ſhe expected to cry out every Minute. 
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Mid. How! every Minute! —— Let me ſee 
{Takes out ber Pothet-book.) Stilborn —— Ay —— ſhe 
reckons with her Husband from the firſt of April; 
- and with Sir Fames, from the firſt of March. — Ay, 
| ſhe's always a Month before her time. { Knocking at the 
. Door.) Go ſee who's at the Door. 
Maid. Yes, Madam. | [Exit Maid. 
Mid. Well ! certainly there is not a Woman in the 
World fo willing to oblige Mankind as myſelf ; and 
really I have been fo ever ſince the Age of Twelve, as 
I can remember.-— I have deliver'd as many Women 
of great Bellies, and help'd as many to 'em as any Per- 
fon in England; but my Watching and Cares have bro- 
ken me quite, I am not the ſame Woman I was forty 
Years ago. 


Enter Richmore. 


Ob, Mr. Richmore ! you're a ſad Man, a barbarous Man, 
fo you are — What will become of poor Clelia, Mr. 
Richmore ? The poor Creature is ſo big with her Miſ. 
fortunes, that they are not to be born. Lech.. 

Rich. You, Mrs. Midnight, are the fitteſt Perſon in 
the World to eaſe her of em. 

Mid. And won't you marry her, Mr. Richmore ? 

Rich. My Conſcience won't allow it ; for I have 
{worn fince to marry another. 

Aid. will you break your Vows to Clelia ? 

Rich. Why not, when ſhe has broke bers to me ? 

Mid. How's that, Sir ? 

- Rich. Why, ſhe ſwore a hundred times never to = 
me the Favour, and yer, you know, ſhe broke her 
Word. 


Mid. But the lov'd Mr. Richmore, and that was the | 


xeaſon ſhe forgot her Oath. 


Rich. And I love Mr. Richmore, and that is the reaſon | 


I forgot mine 


Why ſhou'd ſhe be angry that I 


follow ber ons Example, by doing the very lame thing | 


from che very fame Motive? 
Mid. 
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Mid. Well, well! take my Word, yowif never 
thrive. —— TI wonder how you can have the Face 
come near me, that am the witneſs of your horrid. 


Oaths and Imprecations ! Are not you, afraid that the 


guilty Chamber above-ſtairs ſhould. fall down upon 
your Head? — Yes, yes, I was acceſſary, I was ſo! 


but if ever you involve my Honour in ſuch a Villainy 


the ſecond time. Ah poor C/z/ia ! I lov'd her as I 
did my own Daughter — you ſeducing Man. —— _ 
| [Weeps.. 

Rich. Hey, ho! my Aurelia. 

Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty. | 

Rich. Doit thou know her, my dear Midnight? 

Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty. — Ah, you're a 
fad Man. Poor Clelia was handſome, but indeed, 
Breeding, Pukeing, and Longing, has broken her 
much. —*Tis a hard Caſe, Mr. Richmore, for a young 
Lady to ſee a thouſand. Things, and long for a thou- 
ſand Things, and yet not dare to own that ſhe longs 
for one. She had like to have miſcarried t'other Day 
for the Pith of a Eoin of Veal. — Ah, you barbarous 
Man ! 

Rich. But, my Aurelia! confirm me that you know 
her, and I'll adore thee. 

Mid. You wou'd fling five hundred Guineas at my. 
Head, that you knew as much of her as I do: Why, 
Sir, I brought her into the World; I have had her 
8 in my Lap. Ah! the was plump as a Puffin, 

ir | 


Rich. I think ſhe has no great Portion to value her- 
{elf upon; her Reputation only will keep up the Mar- 
ket, We muſt firſt make that cheap, by crying. it. 
down, and then ſhe'll part with it at an eaſy rate. 

Mid. But won't you provide for poor Clelia? 

Rich. Provide ! Why han't I taught her a Trade? 
Let her ſet up when ſhe will, I'll engage her Cuſto- 
mers enough, becauſe I can anſwer for the Goodneſs. 
of her Ware. 


. 
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Mid. Nay, but you ought to ſet her up with Cre- 
dit, and take a Shop ; that is, get her a Husband. - 
Have you no pretty Gentleman your Relation now, 
that wants a young virtuous Lady with a handſome 
Fortune? No young Templer that has ſpent his Eſtate 
in the Study of the Law, and ſtarves by the Practice? 
No ſpruce Officer that wants a handſome Wife to make 
Court for him among the Major-Generals ? Have you 
none of theſe, Sir ? 

| Rich. Pho, pho, Madam—you have tir'd me upon 
that Subject. Do you think a Lady that gave me ſo 
much trouble before Poſſeſſion, ſhall ever give me any 
after it ? — No, no, had ſhe been more obliging to 
me when I was in her Power, I ſhou'd be more civil 
to her now ſhe's in mine: My Aſſiduity before-hand 
was an over-price ; had ſhe made a Merit of the Mat- 
ter, ſhe ſhou'd have yielded ſooner. 

Mid. Nay, nay, Sir; tho' you have no regard to 
her Honour, yet you ſhall protect mine: How d'ye 
think I have ſecur'd my Reputation ſo long among the 
People of the beſt Figure, but by keeping all Mouths 
ſtopt ? Sir, I'il have no Clamours at me. —— Heavens 
help me, I have Clamours enough at my Door early 
and late in my Yother Capacity: In ſhort, Sir, a Huſ- 
band for Cletia, or I baniſh you my Preſence ſor e- 
Rich. Thou art a neceſſary Devil, and I can't want 
thee. f Hide. 

Mid. Look'c, Sir, tis your own Advantage; tis only 
making over your Eſtate into the Hands of a Truſtee; 
and tho* you don't abſolutely command the Premiſes, 
yet you may exact enough out of em for Neceſſaries, 
when you will. 

Rich. Patience a little, Madam! — I have a young 
Nephew that is a Captain of Horſe : He mortgage d 
the laſt Morſel of his Eſtate to me, to make up his 
Equipage for the laſt Campaign. Perhaps you know 
him; he's a brisk Fellow, much about Court, Captain 
Trueman. a 
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Mid. Trueman Adſmylife, he's one of my Babies; 
I can tell you the very Minute he was born 


preciſely at Three o Clock next St. George's Day, Trae- 
man will be two and twenty; a Stripling, the prettieſt 


-natur'd Child, and your Nephew ! He muſt be 
the Man; and ſhall be the Man; I have a Kindneſs for 

Rich. But we muſt have a care ; the Fellow wants 
neither Senſe nor Courage. 

Mid. Phu, phu, never fear her Part, ſhe ſha'n't want 
Inſtructions ; and then for her Lying-in a little abrupt- 
ly, 'tis my Buſineſs to reconcile Matters there, a Fright 
or a Fall excuſes that : Lard, Sir, I do theſe things 
every Day. : 

Rich. Tis pity then to put you out of your Road; 
and Clelia ſhall have a Husband. 

Mid. Spoke like a Man of Honour. And now 
Ill ſerve you again. This Aurelia, you ſay — 

Rich. O the diſtracts me ! her Beauty, Family, and 
Virtue make her a noble Pleaſure. | 

Mid. And you have a Mind, for that reaſon, to get 
her a Husband. 

Rich. Yes, faith : I have another young Relation 
at Cambridge, he's juſt going into Orders ; and I think 
ſuch a fine Woman, with fifteen hundred Pound, is a 
better Preſentation than any Living in my Gift ; and 
why ſhou'd he like the Cure the worſe, that an In- 
cumbent was there before ? | 

Mid. Thou art a pretty Fellow —— At the ſame 
Moment you wou'd perſuade me that you love a Wo- 
_ to Madneſs, you are contriving how to part with 
. her ? | 

Rich. If I lov'd her not to Madneſs, I ſhou'd. not run 
into theſe Contradictions Here, my dear Mother, 
Aurelia's the Word — —  , [Offering her Money. 

Mid Pardon me, Sir; [ Refufeng the Money] Did you 
ever know me mercenary ? No, no, Sir; Vir- 
tue is its own Reward. we 

Rich. Nay, but Madam, I owe you for the Teeth- 
Powder you ſent me. | 

Mid. 
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. Mid. O, that's another Matter, Sir; [Teles 55. 
Money. ] I hope you like it, Sir ? 

Ta, Extremely, Madam. But it was ſomewhat 
dear of twenty Guineas. LA.. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, here is Mr. Wou'dbe's 8 below 
with a Meſlage from his Maſter. 


Mode loves Aurelia's Couſin and Companion, Nir:. 
- Conftance with the great Fortune, and that I fallici 
for him ? 

' Rich. Why, ſhe's engag'd to his elder Brother: Be- 
fides, young Ven abe has no Money to proſecute an 
Affair of ſuch You can have no 
hopes of Succeſs there, I'm ſure. 

Mid. Truly, I have no great Hopes ; but an in- 
duſtrious Body, you know, wou'd do any thing rather 
than be idle ; The Aunt is very near her time, and I 
have acceſs to the Family when ] pleaſe. 
| "Rich. Now I think on't; Prithee, get the Letter 
from Nou abe that I gave him juſt now; it wou'd be 


Tabs. And you ew Clad lere ., 
ich. Yes 
Mid. Eh, you barbarous Man —— Who the Devil 
wou'd oblige you —D—— What Pleaſure can you take 
in expoſing the poor Creature ? Dear little Child, tis 
pity, indeed it 1s. 

Riab. Madam, the Meſſenger waits below ; ſo T'll 
take my Leave. [Exit. 

Mit. Ah, you're a fad Man. LExit. 


De End of the oft ACT. 


Mid. I come to him preſently : Do you know that | 


n that it ſhou d 


oo 
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w ACT II. 
at SCENE, The Park. 


"= Conſtance and Aurelia. 


Aur. N Rithee, Couſin Conſance, be chearful ; let the 
dead Lord ſleep in Peace, and look up to the 
Living; take Pen, Ink and Paper, and write immedi- 
- BY ately to your Lover, that he is now a Baron of Eng- 
5 land, and you long to be a Baroneſs, 
N Con. Nay, Aurelia, there is ſome regard due to the 
Memory of the Father, for the Reſpect I bear the Son : 
| beſides, I don't know how I cou'd wiſh my young 
| Lord were at home in this Junture: This Brother 
his —— Some Miſchief will happen — I had a very 
ugly Dream laſt Night In ſhort, I am eaten up 
with the Spleen, my Dear. 

Aur. Come, come, walk about and divert it ; the 
Air will do you good; think of other Peeple*s Affairs 
a little — When did you ſee Celia ? 

Con. I'm glad you mention'd her; don't you obſerve- 
her Gaiety to be much more forc'd than — her 
Humour don't fit fo eafy upon her. 

Aur. No, nor her Stays neither, I can aſſure you. 

Con. Did you obſerve how fhe devour'd the Pome» 
. yeſterday? 

A Aur. She talks of viſiting a Relation in Leicefter- 

e. 


1 She fainted away in the Country-Dance bother 
ight. 
Hur. Richmore ſhun'd her in the Walk laſt Week. 
Can. Aad his Footman laugh'd. 


CEC eh aaa. ee hare rent © 


Hur. 
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Aur. She takes Laudanum to make her ſleep 3 
Night, 
Con. Ah, poor ch What will me do, Couſin? 
Aur. Do! Why nothing till the nine Months be up, 
Con. That's cruel, Aurelia, how can you make mer. 
ry with her Misfortunes ? I am poſitive ſhe was no 
eaſy Conqueſt ; ſome ſingular Villainy has been practisd 

her. 


Aur. Yes, yes, the Fellow wou'd be practiſing upon 
me too, I thank him. 
3 Have a care, Couſin, he has a promiſing Per. 

Aur. Nay, for that matter, his promiſing Perſon 
may as ſoon be broke as his promiſing Vows : Nature 
indeed has made him a Giant, and he wars with Her 
ven like the Giants of old 
- Con. Then why will you admit his Viſits ? 

Aur. I never did -— But all the Servants are more 
His than our own 3 he has a Golden Key to every 
Door in the Houſe ; beſides, he makes my Uncle be- 
lieve that his Intentions are honourable ; and indeed he 
has faid nothing yet to diſprove it. But, Cou- 
fin, do you ſee who comes yonder, ſliding along the 


Con. Captain Trueman, 1 proteſt the Campaign has 
improv'd him, he makes a very clean well finiſh'd Fi- 


. Youtkful, eaſy, and good natur'd; I could 
wiſh he would know us 
. Con. Are you ſure he's s well-bred ? 

Aur. I tell you he's good-natur'd, and I take good 
Manners to be nothing but a natural Defire to be eaſy 
and e to whatever Canverſation we fall into; 
and a Porter with this is mannerly in his way ; and a 
22 without it has but the Breeding of a Dancing- 

aſter. 

_ I like him for his Affection to my young 
. Aur. And I like him for his Affection to my young 


Con, 
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Con. How, how, Couſin? Vou never told me that. 
Aur. How ſhou'd I? He never told it me, but I 
have diſcover'd it by. a great many Signs and Tokens, 
that are better Security for his Heart than ten thouſand 
Vows and Promiſes. 

Con. He's Richmore's Nephew. 

Aur. Ah! Wou'd he were his Heir too He's 
a pretty Fellow But then he's a Soldier, and muſt 
ſhare his Time with his Miſtreſs, Honour, in Flanders. 
— No, I'm refoly'd againſt a Man that diſ- 
appears all the Summer like a Woodcock. 
[4s theſe Words are ſpoken, Trueman enters behind 


them, as paſſing over the St 
True. That's for me, "whoever f bs Aurelia ! 
(farpriztd.) 


[The Ladies turn about. 

Con. What, Captain, you're afraid of every thing 

but the Enemy ! 

True. I have reaſon, Ladies, to be moſt apprehen- 

ſive where there is moſt Danger: The Enemy is ſatiſ- 

hed with a Leg or an Arm, but here Im in hazard of 

loling my Heart. 

Aur. None in the World, Sir, no body here deſigns 

to attack it. 

. wt But ſuppoſe it be aſſaulted, and taken already, 

Aur. Then we'll return it without Ranſom. 

True. But ſuppoſe, Madam, the Priſoner chuſe to ay 

where it is. | 

Aur. That were to turn Deſerter 3 and you know, 

Capiain, what ſuch deſerve. 

. True. The Puniſhment it undergoes this. Moment 

——— Shot to Death — 

Con. Nay, then, 'cis time for me to put OS 

Sir, have you heard the News of my Lord Von 

Tue. People mind not the Death of others, Madam, 

— 2 expiring themſelves. (Jo Conſtance.) Ds you 
ider, Madam, the P of a Man ip 

the Park ? mo — Aurel, 
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Aur. Hey day ! Why, Captain, d'ye intend to make 
a Vigo Buſineſs of it, and break the Boom at once} 
Sir, if you only rally, pray let my Couſin have her 

'd be particular, pray be more 


z or if you wou'd 
reſpectful; not ſo much upon the Declaration, I be. 
ſieech you, Sir. | 
True. I have been, fair Creature, a perfect Coward 
; | in my Paſſion; I have had hard Strugglings with my 
| Fear before I durſt engage, and now perhaps behave 
| but too deſperately. | | 
| Aur. Sir, T am very forry you have faid fo much; 
| for I muſt puniſh you fort, tho' t be contrary to my 
| Inclination. ——— Come Coufin, will you walk ? 
Con. Servant, Sir. © [ISreunt Ladic. 
Tree. Charming Creature ! 1 muſt puniſh yu 
for't, thi it be contrary to my Inclination — Hope and 
Deſpair in a Breath, Bat Fll-think the beſt. {Ex 


SCENE changes to Young Wou'dbe's Lodgings. 


Young Wou'dbe and Midnight aeeting.- | 
Y. V. Thou Life and Soul of ferret Dealings, wel- 
<ome. ' ; iis ot | [ 224 
Mid. My dear Child, bleſs thee — —- Who wou' 
have imagin'd that I brought this great Rogue into the 
World? He makes me an old Woman, I proteſt —— 
Rut adſo, my Child, I forgot; I'm forry for the Los 
of your Father, ſorry at my Heart, poor Man, [ ep.. 
Mr. Wau'dbe, have you got a Drop of Brandy in yout 
Cloſet ? I &n't very to- dax. 
V. V. That you ſhan't want: but be pleas u to fit, 
my dear Mother Here, Fack, the Brandy-Bottls 

—— Now, Madam — I have eccafion to uſe you in 

drefling up a handſome Cheat for m: 

- - Mid. I defy any Chamber-Maid in Cgland to do it 
better I have dreſs'd up a hundred and fifty Cheats 
in my time. {Enter Jack with the Brandy-Bortle. | i 
Here, Boy, this Glaſs is too big, carry it away, TI . 
take a Sup out of the Bottle. 


. 


Y.W: 


* 
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V. V. Right, Madam —— And my Buſineſs being 
very urgent In three Words, tis this 

Mid. Hold, Sir, till I take Advice of my Council. 
[Drinks.] There is nothing more comfortable to a 
poor Creature, and fitter to revive waſting Spirits, than 
a little == Brandy ; I a'n't for your hot Spirits, your 
Roſa Sis, your Ratifia's, your Orange-Waters, and 
the like A moderate Glaſs of cool Nants is 
the beſt thing — | | 

Y. V. But to our Buſineſs, Madam —— — My Father 
is dead, and I have a mind to inherit his Eſtate. 

Mid. You put the Caſe very well. 

Y. V. One of two things I muſt chuſe — Either to 
be a Lord or a Beggar. | 

Mid. Be a Lord to chuſe —--—Tho' I have known 
ſome that have choſen both. 

V. V. I have a Brother that I love very well; but 
ſince one of us muſt want, I had rather he ſhou'd ſtarve 
than I, - 

Mid. Upon my Conſcience, dear Heart, you're in 
the right on't. 

V. V. Now your Advice upon theſe Heads. 

Mid. They be Matters of Weight, and I muſt con- 
ſider, (Drinks ) Is there a Will in the Caſe ? ; 

Y. V. There is; which excludes me from every 


Foot of the Eſtate. , 
Where's your Brother ? 


Mid. That's bad 

V. V. He's now. in Germany, in his way to Eng- 
land, and is e very ſoon. | 

Mid. How ? 

V. V. In a Month, or leſs. 

Mid. O ho! A Month is a great while ! our Buſineſs 
maſt be done in an Hour or two — —— We muſt fup- 
poſe your Brother to be dead; nay, he ſhall be actually 
dead amd my Lord, my humble Service t'ye — 
V. V. O Madam, I'm your I.adyſhip's moſt deveted 

Make your Words good; and ['ll — 
* Say no more, Sir; you ſhall have it, you ſhall 
K. | | | 
v. V. 


* 


—— — — 
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Y. W. Ay, but how, dear Mrs. Midnight ? 
Mid. Mrs. Midnight ! Is that all ? Why not 
Mother, Aunt, Grandmother ? Sir, I have done more 


for you this Moment, than all the Relations you hay: 
in the World. 


Y. W. Let me hear it. | 

Mid. By the Strength of this potent Inſpiration, 1 
bave made you a Peer of Eng/and, with ſeven thouſand 
Pound a Year. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. 


( Drink, 

V. V. The Woman's mad, I believe. 

Mid. Quick, quick, my Lord ! counterfeit a Letter 

* - preſently from Germany, that your Brother is kill'd in 
a Duel: Let it be directed to your Father, and fall into 
the Hands of the Steward when you are by. What 
fort of Fellow is the Steward ? _ 

V. V. Why, a timorous half honeſt Man, that a 
little Perſuaſion will make a whole Knave — He wants 
Courage to be throughly Juſt, or entirely a Villain — 
but good backing will make him either. 

Mid. And he ſha'n't want that ! I tell you the Letter 
muſt come into his Hands when you are by ; upon this 
you muſt take immediate Poſſeſſion, and fo you have 
the beſt part of the Law of your fide. 

. W. But ſuppoſe my Brother comes in the mean 
time ? 

Mid. This muſt be done this very Moment: Let W 


him come when you're in Poſſeſſion, I'll warrant we'll lo 
find a way to keep him out | | T 
V. V. But how, my dear Contriver ? le 


Mid. By your Father's Will, Man, your Father's 
Win —-— That is, one that your Father might have P 
made, and which we will make for him I'll ſend 0 
you a Nephew of my own, a Lawyer, that ſhall do , 
the Buſineſs ; go, get into Poſſeſſion, Poſſeſſion, I 
fay ; let us have but the Eſtate to back the Suit, and | 
you't find the Law too ſtrong for Juſtice, I' warrant 


you. 

F. V. My Oracle! How ſhall we revel in Delight 
when this great Prediction is accompliſh'd — But one 
Wo king 
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thing yet remains, my Brother's Miſtreſs, the charming 
Conſtance Let her be mine. 

Mid. Pho, pho, ſhe's your's o'courſe ; ſhe's contract. 
ed to you ; for ſhe's engag'd to marry no Man but 
my Lord Wau'dbe's Son and Heir; now you being the 
Perſon, ſhe's recoverable by Law. | 

v. V. Marry her! No, no, ſhe's contracted to him, 
were Injuſtice to rob a Brother of his Wife, an eaſier 
Favour will fatisfy me. 

Mid. Why, truly, as you ſay, that Favour is fo eaſy, 
that I wonder they make ſuch a Buſtle about it ́ 
But get you gone and mind your Affairs, I muſt about 
mine — Oh I had forgot Where's 
that fooliſh Letter you had this Morning from Rich- 
more ? | 

v. V. I have poſted it up in the Chocolate- Houſe. 

Mid. Yaw, (Shrieks) I ſhall fall into Fits; hold 
ms —— 0 - 

v. V. No, ne, I did but jeſt; here it i But 
be aſſur d, Madam, I wanted only time to have ex- 

d it. 
7% Ah! you barbarous Man, why ſo? 

Y. W. Becauſe when Knaves of our Sex, and Fools 


of yours meet, they make the belt Jeſt in the World. 


Mid. Sir, the World has better ſhare in the ſeſt 
when we are the Knaves, and you the Fools But 
look'e, Sir, if ever you open your Mouth about this 
Trick I'll diſcover all your Tricks! therefore Si- 
lence and Safety on both Sides. 

Y. W. Madam, you need not doubt my Silence at 
preſent, becauſe my own Affairs will employ me ſuffi- 
ciently ; ſo there's your Letter. [Gives the Letter. ] 
And now to write my own. | [ Exit. 

Mid. Adieu, my Lord Let me fee? [Opens the 
Letter and reads) , there be Solemnity in Proteſta- 
tions That's fooliſh, very fooliſh ——— Why 
ſhou'd ſhe expect Solemnity in Proteſtations? Um, 
um, um, I may fill depend on the Faith of my" Rich- 
more Ah, poor Clelia ! Um, um, um, I can 
no longer hide the Effects on't from the World, ———— 


5 The 
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The Effects ont! How modeftly is that expreſt? Wel, 

tis a pretty Letter, and P11 keep it. 
[Puts the Letter in ber Pocket, and Exit. 


SCENE, Lord Wov'dbe's Houſe. 


Enter Steward and his Wife. 


Wife. You are to blame, you are much to blame, 
Husband, in being ſo ſcrupulous. 

Ctew. Tis true: This fooliſh Conſcience of mine has 
been the greateſt Bar to my Fortune. 

Wife. And will ever be ſo. Tell me but one that 
thrives, and Pll ſhew you a hundred that ſtarve by i 
Do you think tis fourſcore Pound a Year make; 
my Lord Gouty's Steward's Wife live at the rate of 
four hundred ? Upon my Word, my Dear, I'm as 
good a Gentlewoman as the, and I expect to be main 
tain'd accordingly : Tis Conſcience, I warrant, that 
buys her the Point-Heads, and Diamond Necklace? th 

Was it Conſcience that bought her the fine H. 
Houſe in Fermain-fireet * Is it Conſcience that en- wy 
n * 

? 

Stew. But what wou'd you have me do ? 

| Wife. Do! Now's your time; that fmall Morſel of 

an Eftate your Lerd bought lately, a a thing not worth 

mentioning ; take it towards your Daughter Melh's 

— two hundred a year ? will never 
Steww. "Tis but a ſmall Matter, I muſt conſeſt; and 


as a Reward for my paſt faithful Service, I think it 
but reaſonable I ſhould cheat a little now. 

Wife. Reaſonable ! All the Reaſon that can be; if 
the World won't reward an honeſt Man, 
why let an honeſt Man reward himſelf — There's 
five hundred Pounds you' receiv'd but two Days a 
ö — abi yeu may cally ok & in the Charge 
| WWW 

. it. 


- 


Stew. 


ll, 


-) 
on 
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you! But, my Dear, I'm ſo much afraid of my 
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Stegv. Well, you have ſuch a winning way with 


young Lord's coming home; he's a cunnmg cloſe 
Man, they lay, and will examine my Accounts very 
narrowly. 

Wife. Ay, my Dear, wou'd you' had the younger 
Brother to deal with ; you might manage him as you 
pleas d —1 de him coming. Let us weep, let 
us Weep 


rhe pull aut their HandlercbigH and ſetm to moxrn. 


Enter Young Wou'dbe. 

Stew. Ah, Sir, — all loſt a Father, a Friend, 
and a Supporter. 

Y. V. Ay, Mr. Steward, we _ ſubmit to Fate, 
as he has done. And it is no ſmall Addition to my 
Grief, honeſt Mr. Glaraccount, that it is not m my = 
Power to ſupply my Father's Place to yoo and yours 
Your Sincerity and Juſtice to the Dead merits 
the greateſt Regard from thoſe that ſurvive him —— 
Had I but my Brother's Ability, or he my Inclinations, 
Il aſſure you, Mrs. b bagy”. you ſhould 
not have ſuch cauſe to mourn. 

Wife. Ah, good noble Sir 
. wu Your Brother, Sir, I hear is a very ſevere 

an 

Y. W. He is what the World calls a prudent Man, 
Mr. Steward: I have often heard him very ſevere 
upon Men of your Buſineſs; and has declar'd, That 
for Form's fake indeed he would keep a Steward, 
_— he would inſpect into all his Accounts him- 


Wife. Ave, Mr. Vas abe, you have more Senſe than 
to do theſe Things; you have more Honour than to 
trouble your Head with your own Affairs Wou'd 
to Heavens we were to ſerve you. 

V. V. eee Madaw,— without 
Injuſtice to my Brother. 


7 


Enter 
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+ Enter a Servant. 

Ser. A Letter for my Lord Vas ab-. F 
Stew. It comes too late, alas! for his Peruſal; let 
me ſee it. (Opens, and read;, 
. | » OQtob. 10. New Style. 
: Frankfort! Where's Frankfort, Sir ! 
V. V. In Germany: This Letter muſt be from my 
Brother | I ſuppoſe he's coming home. 

Stew. b eee Let me ſee. 


(Read. 


My Lord 
Am troubled at thir unhappy Occafion of ſending 1 
your Lordſhip ; your brave Son, and my dear Friend, 


Was Toterity axfertanately Bill's in « Duc by « German 
Count ——— 


1 ſhall love a German Count as long as I live. 
My Lord, My Lord, ow 1 nay call you to; fince your 
_ elder Brother's — dead. 
Y. and Wife. How ! 
Ctewo. Read there. - 
- ' (Gives the Letter, W owdbe peruſes it. 

v. W Oh, my Fate ! a Father and a Brother in one 
Day ! Heavens! 'Tis too much ——— Where is the 0 
fatal Meſſenger? 

Ser. A Gentleman, Sir, who ſaid he came Poſt on 
1 He was afraid the Contents of the Letter 
wound unqualify my Lord for Company, ſo he would 
- take another time to wait on him. 

F. . Nay, then tis true; and there is truth in 
Dreams. Laſt Night I dreamt —— 

Wife. Nay, my Lord, I dreamt too; I dreamt 1 
* Brother dreſs'd in a long Miniſter's Gown, 
bleſs us ) with a Book in his Hand, walking 
2 — 

Y. V. Well, Mr. Clearaccount, get Mourning ready. 


Stew. Will your Lordſhip have old Wy ers. 
3 ; 


IL 1 4 , I. 
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V. V. A new one —— The old Coach, with = 
Grey Horſes, I give to Mrs. Clearaccount here; z 
not fit ſhe ſhould walk the Streets. 

Wife. Heav'ns bleis the German Count, N 
But, my Lord 

Y. V. No Reply, Madam, you ſhall have it. — 


And receive it but as the Earneſt of my Favours — 


Mr. Clearaccount, I double your Salary, and all the 
Servants Wages, to moderate their Grief for our great 
Loſſes — Pray, Sir, take order about theſe Affairs. 
Stew. I thall, my Lord. [ Excunt Stew. and Wife. 
Y. V. So! I have got Poſfleſſion of the Caſtle, and 
if I had but a little Law to fortify me now, I believe 
we might hold it out a great while. Oh! here comes 
my Attorney. — Mr. Subtleman, your Servant. 


Enter Subtleman. 

Sub. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy ; my Aunt Miduight 
has ſent me to receive your Commands. 

Y. W. Has fhe told you any thing of Ge Affair? 

Sub. Not a Word, my Lord. 

Y. W. Why then — come nearer. Can you 
make a Man right Heir to an Eſtate during the Life 
of an Elder Brother? 

Sub. J thought you had been the eldeſt. 

V. V. That we are not yet agreed upon for you 
muſt know, there is an impertinent Felluw that takes 
a fancy to diſpute the Seniority with me For loole, 


Sir, my Mother has unluckily ſow'd Diſcord in the 


Family, by. bringing forth Twins: My Brother, tis 
true, was Fixſt-born ; but I believe from the bottom of 
my Heart, I was the firlt begotten. 

Sub. I underſtand you are come to an Eſlate 
and Dignity, that by Juſtice indeed is your own, but 
by Law it falls to your Brother. 

V. V. I had rather, Mr. Subtleman, it were his by 
Juſtice, and mine by Law ; for I weu'd have the 
l Title, if N ; 
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Sub. I am very ſorry there ſhould happen any 
Breach between Brethren : — So I think it wou'd be 
but a Chriſtian and Charitable Act to take away all 
farther Diſputes, by making you true Heir to the 
Eſtare by the Laſt Will of your Father. — Look'e [ll 
divide Stakes ; — you ſhall yield the Elderſhip and 
Honour to him, and he ſhall quit his Eſtate to you. 

Y. . Why, as you ſay, I don't much care if I do 
grant him the Eldeſt, half an Hour is but a Trifle: 
But how ſhall we do about his Will? Who ſhall we 
get to prove it ? 

Sub. — trouble yourſelf for that: I expect a 
— of Witneſſes and Uſquebaugh by the firſt fair 
I 

V. V. But we can't ſtay for them; it muſt be done 
immediately. 

Sub. Well, well; we'll find ſome body, I warrant 
you, to make Oath of his laſt Words. 

V. V. That's impoſſible ; for my Father died of an 
Apoplexy, and did not ſpeak. at all. 

Sub. That's nothing, Sir: He's not the firſt dead 
Man that I have made io ſpeak. 

Y. W. You're a great Maſter of Speech, I don't 
2 ion, Sir; and I can aſſure you there will be ten 
uineas for every Word you extort from bim in my 


Favour. 


Sub. O, Sir, that's enough to make your Great 
Grandfather ſpeak. 

V. V. Come then, I'll carry you w my frewand 
he ſhall give you the Names of the Manors, and the 
true Titles and Denominations of the Eſtate, and then 
you ſhall go to Work. [Excunt. 


SCENE changes to the Park. 


Richmore and Trueman meeting. 


Rich. O brave Cuz ! you're very happy with the 
Fair, I find. Pray, which of thele two Ladies you 
r 
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True. She that commands by forbidding it: And 

ſince I had Courage to declare to herſelf, I dare now 
own it to the World : Aurelia, Sir, is my Angel. 

Rich. Ha! [4 long Pauſe.] Sir, I find you're of 

every Body's Religion ; but methinks you make a 

bold Flight at firſt: Do you think your Captain's Pay 


will take againſt ſo high a Gameſter ? 


True, What do you mean ? 
Rich. Mean! Bleſs me, Sir, mean ! You're a 
Man of mighty Honour, we all know. But III 
tell you a Secret. The thing is publick already. 

True. I ſhou'd be proud that all Mankind were ac- 
quainted with it; I ſhoy'd deſpiſe the Paſſion that 
cou'd make me either aſham'd, or afraid to own it. 

Rich. Ha, ha, ha! Prithee, dear Captain, no more 
of theſe Rhodomontado's; you may as ſoon put a 
Standing-Army upon us, —— Pl tell you another 
Secret — Five hundred Pound is the leaſt Penny. 
. 5 Nay, to my Knowledge, ſſie has fifteen hun- 
Rich. Nay, to my Knowledge, ſhe took five. 

True. Took five! How ! Where? 

Rich. In her Lap, in her Lap, Captain ; where 
ſhou'd it be? . 

True. Tm amaz'd ! 
Rich. So am I, that ſhe cou d be fo unreaſonable 
Fifteen hundred Pound ! Sdeath ! had ſhe that Price 
from you ? 

Tue. Sdeath, I meant her Portion. 
Rich. Why, what have you to do with her Por- 
tion ? | i 

True, I lov'd her up to Marriage, by this Light. 

Rich. Marriage ! Ha, ha, ha; I love the Gipſy for 
her Cunning A young, eaſy, amorous, credulous 
Fellow of two and twenty, was juſt the Game ſhe 


— 6 I find ſhe preſently fingled you out from the 


Tree. You diſtra me! WM 

Rich. A Soldier too, that muſt follow the Wars 

abroad, and leave her to n at Home, 
. 


True. 
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Trae. Death and Furies ! Tl be reveng'd. 
Rich. Why? What can you do? You'll challenge 
F her, will you? 
5 True. Her Repuaation was ſpotleſs when I went 
over. 
Rich. So was the Reputation of Mareſchal Bouffers ; 
but d'ye think, that while you were beating the French 
abroad, that we were idle at home ? -— No, no, we 
have had our Sieges, our Capitulations, and Surren- 
ders, and all that. — We have cut ourſelves out good 
Winter Quarters as well as you. 
True. And are you billetted there? 
Rich. Look'e, Truenman, you ought to be very truſty 
| to a Secret, that has fav'd you from Deſtruftion. —— 
| In plain terms, I have buried Five hundred Pounds in 
that little Spot, and I ſhou'd think it very hard, if you 
took it over my Head. 
Tue. Net by a Leaſe for Life, I can aſſure you: 
But I ſhall — 
Rich. What ! you ha'n't five hundred Pounds to give. 
- LooK'e, fince you can make no Sport, ſpoil none. In 
a Year or two ſhe dwindles to a perfect Baſſet- Bank; 
every body may play at it that pleaſes, and then you 
may pat in for a Piece or two. . | 
True. Dear Sir, I cou'd worſhip you for this. | 
Rich. Not for this, Nephew ; for I did not intend | 
it, but I came to ſeek you upon another Affair. | 
Were not you at Court laſt Night? 
3. 


{ 

i 

Kich. Did you not talk to Clelia, my Lady Taper's | 
t 


Niece? 

Trae. A fine Woman! 

Rich. Well; I met her upon the Stairs; and hand- 
ing her to her Coach, ſhe asked me, if you were not 
my Nephew? And faid two or three warm things, 
that perſuade me ſhe likes you : Her Relations have Wl 7- 
" Intereſt at Court, and ſhe has Money in her Pocket. 
 Frue. but this Devil Aurelia fill Ricks with 


42Y me. 
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Rich. What then ! The way to love in one Place 
with Succeſs, is to marry in another with Conveni- 
ence. Clelia has Four thouſand Pound; this applied 
to your reigning Ambition, whether Love, or Advance- 
ment, will go a great way : And for her Virtue; and 
Conduct, be afſur'd that no body can give a better Ac- 
count of it than myſelf, 

True. I am willing to believe from this late Acci- 
dent, that you conſult my Honour and Intereſt in 
what you propoſe ; and therefore I am ſatisfied bo be 
govern'd. 

Rich. I ſee the very Lady in the Walk. — wel 
about it. 

True. I wait on you. [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Lord Wou'dbe's Heuſe. 


. Wou'dbe, Subtleman, and Steward. 
F. W. Well, Mr. Subile man, you are ſure the Will 
is firm and good i in Law, 

Sub. I warrant you, my Lord: And for the laſt 
Words to prove it, here they are. Look'e Mr. 
Clearaccount —— Yes that is an Anſwer to the 
Queſtion that was' put to him, (you know) by thoſe 
about him when he was a dying - Yes, or No, 
he muſt have ſaid; ſo we have choſen Yes -— 
Yee, I have made my Pill, as it may be found in the 
Cuſtody of My. Clearaccount my Strword ; and 1 defire 
it may fland as my Laſt Will and Teftament. ——— 
Did you ever hear a dying Man's Words more to the 
Purpoſe ? An Apoplexy ! I tell you, my Lord had In- 
ter vals to the laſt. 

| Stew. Ay, but how ſhall theſe Words be prov'd ? 

Sub. My Lord ſhall peak em nov. 

V. V. Shall he, faith ! 

Sub. Ay, now if the Corps ben't ba 
Look'e, Sir, theſe Words muſt be put into his Mouth, 
and drawn o it again h-fore us all: And if they won't 
be his laſt Words then Til be perjur'd. | 


13 
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Y. V. What! violate the Dead ! it muſt not be, 
Mr. Subileman. 

Sub. With all my Heart, Sir! But I think you had 
better violate the Dead of a Tooth or ſo, than violate 
the Living of ſeven Thouſand Pound a Year. 

Y. W. But is there no other way ? 

Sub. No, Sir: Why, d'ye think Mr. Clearatcount 
here will hazard Soul and Body to ſwear they are his 
= Words, unleſs they be made his laſt Words ? For 

Sir, I'll {wear to nothing but what I ſee with 
my bye yes come out of a Man's Mouth. | 
But it looks fo unnatural. 

Sub. WI! to open à Man's Mouth, and put in a 
bit of Paper ! — this is all. 

T. V. But the Body is cold, and his Teeth can't be 
got aſunder. 

Sub. But what Occaſion has your Father for Teeth 
now ? I tell you what, — I knew a Gentleman, three 
rok. =" taken out of his Grave, and his dead 
Hand ſet to his Laſt Will, (unleſs ſome body made him 
ſign another afterwards) and I know the Eſtate to be 
held by that Tenure to this Day : And a firm Tenure 
it is ; for a dead Hand holds faſteſt ; and let me tell 
you, dead Teeth will faſten as hard. 

Y. W. Well, well, uſe your Pleaſure, you underſtand 
the Law beſt. [Exit — and Steward. 

What a mighty Confuſion is brought in Families by 
ſudden Death ? Men ſhould do well to ſettle their Affairs 
in time Had my Father done this before he was 
taken ill, what a trouble had he ſav'd us? But he was 
taken ſuddenly, poor Man ! 


A  QWW= uy 
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Re. enter Subtleman. 

Sub. Your Father ſtill bears you the old 5m. 
find ! it was with much Struggling he conſented ; 1 
never knew a Man fo loth to ſpeak in my Life. 

Y. V. He was always a Man of few Words. 

Sub. Now I may ſafely bear Witneſs myſelf, as the 
Scrivener there preſent: —»— I love to do "Y, with 
- * | 2 [Sn * 


3 
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V. V. But the Law requires three Witneſſes. 
Sub. O! I ſhall pick a Couple more, that perhaps 
may take my Word far't : But is not Mr. Clear- 
account in your Interelt ? | "I 
V. V. I hope fo. 1 5 
Sub. Then he ſhall be one; a Witneſs in the Fa- 
mily goes a great way ! Beſides, theſe foreign Evi- 
dences are riſen confoundedly ſince the Wars. I hope, 
if mine eſcape the Privateers, to make an hundred 
Pound an Ear of every Head of em But the 
Steward is an honeſt Man, and ſhall fave you the 
Charges. [Exit: 
Y. V. Solus.] The Pride of Birth, the Heats of Ap- 
petite, and Fear of Want, are ftrong Temptations to 
Injuſtice.— But why Injuſtice ? — The World hath 
broke all Civilities with me, and left me in the eldeſt 
State of Nature, Wild, where Force, or Cunning firſt 
created Right. I cannot ſay I ever knew a Father : — 
"Tis true, I was begotten in his Life-time, but I was 
poſthumous born, and liv'd not till he died—My Hours 
indeed I numbred, but ne'er enjoy'd 'em, "till this Mo- 
ment. —— My Brother ! what is Brother? We are all 
ſo; and the firſt two were Enemies. —He ſtands before 
me in the Road of Life to rob me of my Pleaſures. -— 
My Senſes, form'd by Nature for Delight, are all a- 
larm'd. — My Sight, my Hearing, Taſte and Touch, 
call loudly on me for their Objects, and they ſhall be 


fatisfy'd. | | [Exit. 
The End of the ſecond ACT. 
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ACT II. | 


8 + E N E, A Levee. 


Young Wou'dbe dreſſing, and ſeveral Gentlemen auhif: 
| pering him by turns. | 

V. V. 8 the greateſt Ornament of Quality is a 

QO clean and a numerous Levee ; ſuch a Croud 
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of Attendants for the cheap Reward of- Words and 
Promiſes, diſtinguiſhes the Nobility from "_ that 
pay Wages to their Servants. 
[4 Gentleman whiſpers.) 

Sir, I ſhall ſpeak to the Commiſſioners, and uſe all my 
Intereſt, I can aſſure you, Sir. 

[ Another whiſpers. ] | 
Sir, I ſhall meet ſome of your Board this Evening; 
le: me fee you to-morrow. 

[4 Third whiſpers. 
Sir, rn conſider of it. I hat Fellow's Breath ſtin ks 
of Tobacco. [Ad.] O, Mr. Comich, your Servant. 

Com. My, Lord, I wiſh you Joy; I have ſomething 
to ſhew your Lordſhip. 

Y. W. What is it, pray, Sir? 

Com. I have an Elegy upon the dead Lord, and a 
whey Abo upon the living one ; in utrumgue paratus, 
my 

v. . Ha, ha, very pretty, Mr. Comic. —— But 
pray, Mr. Comick, why don't you write Plays? it 

wou'd give one an Opportunity of ſerving you. 
wp, My Lord, I have writ one. | 

Y. V. Was it ever acted ? 

Com. No, my Lord ; but it bas been a rehearſing 
theſe three Years and a half. 

Y. V. A long time. There muſt be a great deal of 
Buſineſs in it ſurely. 

Com. No, my Lord, none at all. — I have another 
Play juſt finiſh 'd, but that I want a Plot for't. 

Y.W. A Plot! you ſhou'd read the Italian and Spa- 
15 Plays, Mr. Comick —— I like your Verſes here 
m:ghtily. Here, Mr. Clearaccount. 

Com. Now for five Guineas at leaſt. Aide. 
VF. . Here, give Mr. Comickh, give him — give 
him the Spani Play that lies in the Cloſet Window. 
——— Captain, can I do you any Service? 

Cap. Pray, my Lord, uſe your Intereſt with the Ge- 
neral for that vacant Commiſſion : I hope, my Lord, 


the Blood I have already loſt, may intitle me to ſpill 


the Remainder in my Country's Cauſe. 1 
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v. V. All the reaſon in the World Cap- 
2 you may depend upon me for all as Service I 


* Ger I hope' your Lordſhip won't forget to ſpeak 
to the General about that vacant Commiſſion : altho? 
J have never made a Campaign; yet my Lord, my 
Intereſt in the Country can- raiſe me Men, which, 
F think, ſhou'd prefer me to that Gentleman, whoſe 
bloody Diſpoſition frightens the poor People from 
liking. 

1. . All the reaſon in the World, Sir; you may 
depend upon me for all the Service in my Power. --— 
Captain, I'll do your Buſineſs for you——— Sir, I'll 
ſpeak to the General, I ſhall ſee him at the Houſe 

fTo the Gentlemen. 


Enter a Citizen. 


Oh, Mr. Alderman, —— your Servant — Gentlemen 


all, I beg your pardon. [ Exeunt Levee. 
Mr. Alderman, have you any Service to command 
me ? 

| Ald. Your Lordſhip's humble Servant. I have 
a Favour to beg : You muſt know, I have a graceleſs 
Son, a Fellow that drinks and ſwears eternally, keeps 
A Whore i in every corner of the Town; in ſhort, he's 
fit for no kind of thing but a Soldier I'm ſo tir'd 
of him, that I intend to throw him into W 
let the Fellow be ruin'd, if he will. 

V. V. I commend your paternal Care, Sir f — can 
I do you any Service in this Affair? 

Ald. Yes, my Lord: There is a vacant Grams 
in Colonel What d'yecalum's Regiment, and if your 
Lordſhip wou'd but ſpeak to the General —— 

V. V. Has your Son ever ſerv'd ? | 

Ald. Servd'l yes, my Lord, he's to gs 40 
Train- Bands now. 

V. V. Has he ever Ggmaliz'd his Courage ? 28 45 

Aid. Often, often, my Lord; but one Day parti- 
cular, you muſt know, his Captain was ſo buſy 
Ripping off a Cargo of Cheeſe, that he left my Son 


Fs to 
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to in his Place ou'd you believe 
it, .my Lord, he charg'd up Co in = Front of 
the Buff Coats, with ſuch Bravery and Courage, that 
J could not forbear wiſhing in the Loyalty of my 
Heart, for ten thouſand ſuch Officers upon the Rhine. 
Ah! my Lord, we muſt employ ſuch Fellows 
as he, or we ſhall never humble the French King —— 
Now, my Lord, if you cou'd find a convenient Time 
to hint theſe things to the General 
Y. W. All the reaſon in the World, Mr. p 
Pl do you all the Service I can. 
Ald. You may tell him, he's a Man of Courage, 
fir for the Service; and then he loves Hardſhip. 
He fleeps every other Night in the Round 
bouſe. 


Y. V Vl do you all the Service I can. 

Ald. Then, my Lord, he falutes with his Pike fo 
very handſomely, it went to his Miſtreſs's Heart tothes 
n he beats a Drum like an Angel. 

V. V. Vil do you all the Service I can 

[Not taking the leaft Notice of the Alderman all 
this while, but dreſſing himſelf in the Glaſi. 

Ald. But, my Lord, the hurry of your — 
Afairs may put my Bufineſs out of your Head; there- 
fore, my Lord, . leave e e 

morandum. 


V. W. I'll do you all the Service I can 
Not minding bim. 
Au Pray, my Lord, f Pulling him by the Sleeve.) 


Y. W. r is 
ke gone ? "Tis the moſt rude 1 
—— ——— -N drops out 
.} Oh! No, the Glove is a clean well- 
25 and the Owner of it the moſt reſpect- 

have ſeen * is Morning, he knows what 
* Purſe] is due to à Man of 
. 2 


£ 
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bis Valet, ] do you remember what the Alderman faid 
to me ? | | 

Friſ. No, my Lord, I thought your Lordſhip had. 

Y. W. This Blockhead thinks a Man of Quality can 
mind what People /ay — when they do ſomething, tis 
another caſe. Here, call him back. [Exit Friſure. ] 
he talk'd ſomething of the General, and his Son, and 
Train-bands, I know not what Stuff. 


Re-enter Ald. and Friſure. 


Oh, Mr. Alderman, I have put your Memorandum in 


my Pocket. | , 
Ald. O, my Lord, you do me too much Honour. 
Y. V. But, Mr. Alderman, the Buſineſs you were 

talking of, it ſhall be done ; but if you gave a ſhort 

Note of it to my Secretary, it would not be amiſs 

— but, Mr. Alderman, ha'n't you the Fellow to this 

Glove, it fits me mighty well, [Putting on the Glove. ] 

it looks ſo like a Challenge to give a Man an odd Glove 

— and I wou'd have nothing that looks like Enmity 

between you and I, Mr. Alderman. 

Ald. Truly, my Lord, I intended the other Glove for 
> Memorandum to the Colonel, but ſince your Lord- 
ſhip has a Mind to't —— | [Gives the Glove. 

V. WF. Here, Friſure, lead this Gentleman to my 
Secretary, and bid him take a Note of his Buſineſs. 

. Ald. But, my Lord, don't do me all the Service you 

can. now. . - 

Y. V. Well, I won't do you all the Service-I can— 
theſe Citizens have a ſtrange Capacity of ſoliciting ſome- 
times. | [Exit Ald; 


| Enter Steward: - | 

Stew. My Lord, here are your Taylor, your Vint- 
ner, your Bookſeller, and half a dozen more with: 
their Bills at the Door, and they deſire their Mo- 


V. V. Tell em, Mr. Characceunt, that when I was 
a private Gentleman, I had nothing elſe to do but to- 
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run in Debt, and now that I have got into a higher 
Rank, I'm fo very buſy I can't pay it —— as for that 
clamourous Rogue of a Taylor, ſpeak him fair, till 
he has made up my Liveries then about a Year 
and a Half hence I ſhall be at leiſure to put him off 
for a'Year and a Half longer. 
© $Stexv. My Lord, there's a Gentleman below calls him- 
ſelf Mr. Baſſet, he ſays that your Lordſhip owes him 
fifty Guineas that he won of you at Cards. 

V. V. Look'e, Sir the Gentleman's Money is a 
Debt of Honour, and muſt be paid immediately. 

Steau. Your Father thought otherwiſe, my Lord, he 
always took care to have the poor Tradeſmen fatisfy'd, 
whoſe only Subſiſtence lay in the Uſe of their Money, 
and was uſed to ſay, That nothing was honourable but 
- What was honeſt. 
V. V. My Father might ſay what he pleas'd, he was 
a Nobleman of very fingular Humours — but in 
my Notion, there are not two things in Nature. more 
different than Honcur and Honeſty - now your 
Honeſty is a little Mechanick Quality, well enough 
among Citizens, People that do nothing but pitiful 
mean Actions according to Law — but your Ho- 
nour flies a much higher Pitch, and will do any thing 
that's free and ſpontaneous, but ſcorns to level itſelf to 
what is only juſt. 

Stec. But I think it is a little hard to have theſe 
poor People ſtarve for want of their Money, and yet 
pay this ſhiarping Raſcal fifty Guineas. 


V. V. Sharping Raſcal! What a Barbariſm that is? 


Why he wears as good Wigs, as fine Linen, and keeps 
as good Company as any at Hhite's ; and between you 
and I, Sir, this ſharping Raſcal, as you are pleaſed to 
call him, ſhall make more Intereſt among the Nobility 
with his Cards and Counters, than a Soldier ſhall with 
bis Sword and Piſtol. Pray let him have fifty Guineas 


immediately. [Exe 
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SCENE the Strect; Elder Wou'dbe writing in a 
Poclet- Bool, in a Riding- Habit. 


E. V. Monday the 1 4th of December, 1702. Jar - 
riv'd ſafe in London, and fo concluding my Travel. 
[ Putting up his Book. 


Now welcome Country, Father, Friends, 

My Brother too, (if Brothers can be Friends :) 

But above all, my charming Fair, my Conſtance. 
Through all the Mazes of my wand”ring Steps, 
Through all the various Climes that I have run; 
Her Love has been the Loadſtone of my Courſe, 
Her Eyes the Stars that pointed me the Way. 
Had not her Charms my Heart entire poſſeſs'd, 
Who knows what Czrce's artful Voice and Loo 
Might have enſnar'd my travelling Youth, 5 
And fixt me to Enchantment? ny 


Enter Teague with a Port- Manteau. He drop it 
down and fits on it. 


Here comes my Fellow Traveller. What e you 
fit upon the Port- Manteau, Teague ! you'!l pe the 
Things. 

Te. Be me Shoule, Maiſhter, I did carry the Port- 
Mantel til it tir d me; and now the Fort. Mantel ſhall 


r 


et carry me till I tire him. 

IJ E. V. And how d'ye like London, Teague, after our 
s? Travels ? 

ps Te. Fet, dear Joy, 'tis the braveſt Plaaſe 1 kive 
ou ſheen in my Peregrinations, exſhepting my nown brave 
to Shitty of Carick Vergus ——— Uf, uf, dere iſh a very 
ity fragrant Shmell hereabouts ——— Maiſhter, ſhall I run 


- yy Paiſhtery-Cooks for ſhix Pennyworths of boil's 
eef? 


E. V. Tho' this Fellow travell'd the World over, 1 
would never loſe his Brogue nor his Stomach. 
Why, you Cormorant ! fo hungry and fo early ? 


Te 
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Te. Early! Deel tauke me Maiſhter, 'tiſ a great 
deal more than almoſt paſht Twelve a- Clock. 
E. V. Thou art never happy unleſs thy Guts be ſtuft 
up to thy Eyes. 
de. Oh Maiſhter, dere iſh a dam way of Diſtance, 
and the deel a bit between. 


Enter Young Wou'dbe in 4 Chair, weith fur or fire 
Footmen before bim, and paſſes over the Stage. 

E. F. Hey day — who comes here? With one, 
two, three, ' four, five Footmen ! Some young Fellow 
Juſt taſting the ſweet Vanity of Fortune. — Run, 
Teague, inquire who that is. | 

Te. Yes, Maiſhter. [Runs te one of the Footmen.] Sir, 
will you give my humble Shervice to your Maiſhter, 
D 

* 

Fuer. You wou'd know fat Naam iſh upon him? 

Te. Yeſh, fet wou'd I. | 

Foot. Why, what are you, Sir ? 

Te. Be me Shoul, I am a Shentleman bred and born, 
and dere iſh my Maiſhter. « . 

- Foot. Then your Maſter would know it * | 

Fe. Arah, you Fool, iſh it not the ſaam ting * wi 

' Foot. Then tell your Maſter tis the young Lord W. 
Ve abe, juſt eome to his Eſtate by the Death of his nes 
Father and elder Brother. [Exit Footman. Wl den 

E. W. What do I hear ? ; 

Te. You hear that you are dead, Maiſhter ; fere vil 0 
you pleaſe to be buried ? | | 

E. V. But art thou ſure it was my Brother? Pur 
. Ye. Be me Shoul it was him nown ſelf ; I know's BW got 
him very well, after his Man told me. 

E. V. The Boſineſs requires that I be convinc'd with 
my own Eyes; I'll follow him, and know the Bottom 
ont Stay here till I return. | 

De. Dear Maiſhter, have a care upon your ſhelf: 


Now they know you are dead, by my ſhoul they may 


E. V. 
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E. V. Don't fear; none of his Servants know me, 
and ['ll take care to keep my Face from his Sight. It 
concerns me to conceal myſelf, till I know the En- 
gines of this Contrivance. —— Be ſure you ſtay till L 
come to you 3 and let no body know whom you be- 
long to. [Exits 

Te. Oh, ho, hon, poor Teague is left alone. 

[Sits on the Port- Manteau. 


Enter Subtleman and Steward. 
Sub. And you won't ſwear to the Will? 
Stew; My Conſcience tells me I dare not do't with 
Safety. | 
x 95 But if we make it lawful, what ſhou'd we fear > 
, We now think nothing againſt Conſcience, till the 
1 Cauſe be thrown out of Court. | ' 
. Stew. In you, Sir, tis no Sin, becauſe tis the Princi- 
ple of your Profeſſion: But in me, Sir, tis downright 
Perjury indeed. — You can't want Witneſſes enough, 
ſince Money won't be wanting and you muſt 
loſe no Time; for J heard juſt now, that the true Lord 
ou abe was ſeen in Town, or his Ghoſt. | 


Sub. It was his Ghoſt, to be ſure ; for a Nobleman 
without an Eſtate is but the Shadow of a Lord 


in, 


ord Well; take no care: Leave me to my felf ; Im 
his . ROI, 22 Wy, 19m 
vans . 


Stew. Speed you well, Sir. | Exit. 
vil Sub. There's a Fellow that has Hunger and the Gal- 

| tows pictur'd in his Face, and looks like one for my 
Purpoſe -— How now, honeſt Friend, what have you. 
ow'd got under you there? 

. Te. Noting, dear Joy, 3 hi 
Sub. Nothing ! Is it not a Port-Manteau ? 
Je. That is noting to you. 
ub. The Fellow's a Wit. 

helf : Te. Fait am I ! My Grandfather was an is Poet 
may — He did write a great Book of Verſes concerning 

ee Vars between St. Patrick and the Wolf- Dogs. 


04 Sub, 


4 
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ub. Then thou art poor, I'm afraid ? 

Te. Be me Shoul, my fole Generation iſh fo —— 1 
have noting but thiſh Port Manteau, and dat & ſhelf iſh 
not my own. | 

Sub. Why, who does it belong to? 

Te. To my Maiſhter, dear Joy. 
Sub. Then you have a Maſter? 

Te. Fait I have, but he's dead. 

Sub. RiFht ! And how do you intend to 
live ? 

Te. By eating, dear Joy, fen I can get it, and by 
fleeping fen I can get none———*Tiſh the Faſhion of 
Ireland. 

Sab. What was your Maſter's Name, pray? 

Te. [ fide.) I will tell a Lee now; but it ſhall be a 
true one. Macfadin, dear Joy, was his Naam, 
He vent over vith King Jamiſb into France 
He „ ergy. Mailſkter once. —— Deere iſh de true Lee; 


L. 

Lab. What Employment had he ? 

Te. Fe ne ſgay pa 

Sub. What, can — ſpeak French ? | 

Te. Ouy Monfieur, — I did travel France and Spain, 
and-1taly;——— Dear Joy, 1 did kiſt the Pope's Toe, 
and dat will excuſe me all the Sins of my Life ; and 
ſen I am dead, St. Parrict will excuſe the reſt.” 
Sub. A rare Fellow for my Purpoſe. [ Afde.] T 

lJoolſt like an honeſt Fellow; and if you'll go at 
me to the next Tavern, 1711 give thee a Dinner and a 
Glaſs of Wine. 
* Ke. bd ind Shout 'rie-dneL waned, dear Joy 3 coms 
along, I will follow you. 

[ Runs out before Subtleman with the Port- Manioas us 

bis Back. Exit Subtleman. 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe. 

E. V. My Father dead ! my Birth- right loſt! How 
have my drowſy Stars ſlept over my Fortune? Ha! 
[ Looking about] _ Servant gone l The ſimple, poor, 
ungrateful Wretch has left mm I him Ao 
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from Poverty and Want; and now he leaves me juſt 
as I found him. My Cloaths and Money too ? 
hut why ſhould I repine? Let Man but view 
the Dangers he has paſt, and few will fear what Ha- 
zards are to come. That Providence that has ſecur'd 
my Life from Robbers, Shipwreck, and from Sickneſs, 
is ſtill the ſame; ſtill kind whilſt I am juſt. My 
Death, I find, is firmly believ'd ; but how it gain'd fo 
e Credit, I fain wou'd learn Who comes 
here? honeſt Mr. Fairbank! My Father's Gold- 
ſmith, a Man of Subſtance and Integrity. The Alte- 
ration of five Years Abſence, with the Report of my 
Death, "may ſhade me from his Knowledge, till I en-- 
quire ſome News. (Enter F airbank.) Sir, your hum - 
ble Servant. | 

Fair. Sir, I don t know you. (Shunning Zim. 

E. V. I intend you no harm, Sir; but ſeeing you 
come from my Lord ou dbe's Houſe, I would aſk you 


a Queſtion or two —Pray what * did my 
Lord die of ? 


Fair. I am told it was an Apople 


E. W. And pray, Sir, what does the World fay ? bs 
his Death lamented ? 

Fair. Lamented ! My Eyes that Queſtion ſhou'd re- 
folve : Friend, —— Thou knew'ſt him not; elſe thy 
own Heart had anſwer'd thee. 

E. V. His Grief, methinks, chides my Defe& of 
Filal Duty. (Ade. But I hope, Sir, his Loſs is partly 
ecompens'd in the Merits of his Succeſſor. 

Fair. It might have been; but his eldeſt Son, Heir 


to his Virtue and his Honour, was lately and unforty- 
nately kill'd in Germany. 


E. V. How unfortunately, Sir? 

Fair. Unfortunately for him, and us. l 
member him He was the mildeſt, humdleſt, 
ſweeteſt Vouth. 
E. V. Happy indeed dba ae Digi in Lite, if 
bad left this Humane Stage, whilſt this ſo ſpotleſs, 
Irre had crown'd | my going off (ny 


bl 


Fair, 


52 The Twin-Rivals. 


Fair. But thoſe that ſaw him in his Travels, told 
ſuch Wonders of his Improvement, that the Repon 


recall'd his Father's Years ; and with the Joy to hear 


his Hermes prais'd, he oft wou'd break the Chains of 
Gout and Age; and leaping. up with Strength af 

reeneſt Youth, cry, . My Hermes is my/elf ; Methinh, 
12 my ſprightly Days again, and 1 am young in 


E. V. Spite of all Modeſty, a Man muſt own a Plez. 
ſure in the hearing of his Praiſe. ( Afide, 
Fair. You're thoughtful, Sir —— Had you any Re. 
lation to the Family we talk of? 
E. V. None, Sir, beyond my private Concern in the 
publick Loſs But pray, Sir, what Character does 
the preſent Lord bear ? | 
as Tem Fan, Sir. As for the Dead, their 
emories are left unregarded, and Tongues may touch 
them freely : But for the Living, they have provided 
—— Names by a fag Incloſure of 
the Law. There's a thing call'd Scandalum Magna: 
tum, Sir. 1892 
E. W. I commend your Caution, Sir ; but be aſſard 
— 7 
heard much of the Charity of the 
Was dhe, I had a mind to apply to his Son, 
and therefore enquir'd his Character. 
Fair. Alas! Sir, things are chang'd : That Houſe 
once what Poverty might go a Pilgrimage to 
and have its Pains rewarded The noble 
Lord, the truly noble Lord, held his Eſtate, his He 
nour, and his Houſe, as if they were only lent upon 
the Intereſt of doing good to others. He kept a Por- 
ter, not to exclude, but ſerve the Poor. No Creditor 
was ſeen to guard his going out, or watch his com- 
ing in: No craving Eyes, but Looks of ſmiling Gra- 
titude. But now, that Family, which like a 
Garden fairly kept, invited every Stranger to its Fruit 
and Shade, is now run o'er with Weeds : — 
Nothing but Wine and Revelling within, a Croud of 
noiſy Creditors without, a Train of Servants __ 
"IEA pr 
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proud —=—— Wou d you believe it, Sir, as I offer d 
to go in juſt now, the rude Porter puſh'd me back 
with his Staff I am at this preſent (thanks to 
Providence and my Induſtry) worth twenty thouſand 
Pounds. I pay the fifth Part of this to maintain the 
Liberty of the Nation ; and yet this Slave, this impudent 
Swiſs Slave, offer'd to ſtrike me. 

E. V. Twas hard, Sir, very hard: And if they 
uod a Man of your Subſtance ſo roughly, how will they 
manage me, that am not worth a Groat ? 4 
Fair. I wou'd not willingly defraud your Hopes of 
hat may happen. — — If you can drink and ſwear, 


. I ſhall not pay that Price for his Lordſhip's 
Punty, wou'd it extend to half he's worth. — Sir, 

give you thanks for your Caution, and ſhall ſteer an» 
ther Courſe, 8 

Fair. Sir, you look like an honeſt, modeſt Gentle - 
nan. Come home with me; I am as able to give 
ou a Dinner as my Lord; and you ſhall be very wel · 
ome to eat at my Table every Day, till you are better 


"3 Nroovided. | 
** E. V. Good Man. [4fde.) Sir, I muſt beg you 
the WP <xcuſe me to-day : But I ſhall find a time to accept 
Son, f your Favours, or at leaſt to thank you for em. | 
Fair, Sir, you ſhall be very welcome whenever you 
rouſe eaſe. 5 [Exit. 
e 0E. V. Gramercy, Citizen! Surely, if Juſtice were an 
ble lerald, ſhe would give this Tradeſman a nobler Coat 
Ho Arms than my Brother. — But I delay: I 


ng to vindicate the Honour of my Station, and to diſ- 


ym ace this bold Uſurper : —— But one Cancern, me- 
editor inks, is nearer ſtill, my Conftance! Shou'd ſhe upon 
e Rumour of my Death have fix'd her Heart elſe- 


here, then I were dead indeed ; but if ſhe 
il prove true, — Brother, fit faſt 


Dil bake your Strength, all Obſtacles remove, | 8 
ud of Wil % by Juſtice, and inſpir'd by Love. Exit. 


proud : SCENE 
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"SCENE, an Apartment. Conſtance, Aurelia, 


* L For Heav'n's fake, Couſin, ceaſe your impert. 
nent Conſolation: It but makes me angry, and raiſe 
two Paſſions in me inſtead of one. You ſee I commit 
no Extravagance, my Grief is filent 27 h; my Tean 
make no Noiſe to diſturb any body. eſire no Com. 
panion in my Sorrows ; leave me to . and you 
comfort me. 
| Fur. But, Coufin, have you no regard to your Ne. 
1? this immoderate Concern for a young Fel. 
low. What will the World ſay ? You lament him like 
a Husband. <——— 
Con. No; you miſtake : I have no Rule nor Method 
for my Grief; no Pomp of black and darkned Rooms; 


no formal Month for Viſits on my Bed. I am content 


with the flight warrant ear and al 
my Form in Tears 


1 Bia Midnight. As; 

Mid. Madam Aurelia, Madam, don't diſturb he. ., 
w— Every thing muſt have its vent. Tis a han Mart 
—— d in one's firſt Love. — But you ſhould" 
conſider, Madam, (To Conſtance) that we are all bot 
to die, ſome young, ſome old. | F. 

© Con, Better we all dy'd young, than to be plagu'd with 95 
4e 1 Tai. I find other Folks Years are as ti | 
bleſome to us as our own. 

Mid. You have Reaſon, you have Cauſe to moum 
He was the handſomeſt Man, and the ſweeteſt Babe 
that I know; tho I muſt confeſs too, that Ben hal 
much the finer Complexion when he was born: Bi 
then Hermes, yes Hermes, had the Shape, that he hal 
Bat of all the Infants that I ever beheld wit 
my Eyes, I think Ben had the-fineft Ear, Wax-work 
rieft Wax-work ; and then he did fo ſputter at tif 
reaſt His Nurſe was a hale, wel]-complexionel 
enen as ever Law; but her Milk was a lift * 
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too ſtale, tho at the ſame time twas as blue and clear 
2s 2 Cambrick. 

4ur. Do you intend all this, Madam, for a Conſo- 
lation to my Coufin ? 

Mid. No, no, Madam, that's to come. I tell 
you, fair Lady, you have only loſt the Man; the Eſtate 
and Title are ſtill your own; and this very Moment I 
wou'd falute you Lady Wou'dbe, if you pleas d. 

Con. Dear Madam, your Propoſal is very tempting, 
let me but conſider till to- marrow, and I'll give you 
an Anſwer. . \ 

Mid. I knew it, I knew it; I ſaid, when you were 
born, you wou'd be a Lady; I knew it. To- morrow, 
you ſay, My Lord ſhall know jt immediately. 


Exit. 

Aur. What d'ye intend to do, Coufin ? 

Con. To go into the 9 this Moment, to be 
ree from the Impertinence of Condolence, the Perſe- 
ation of that Monſter of a Man, and that Devil of 
x Woman. O Aurelia, I long to be alone. 
am become ſo fond of Grief, that I would fly where 


YT 


E. K. 


— might enjoy it all, and have no Interruption in my 

or Jarling Sorrow, . 1 1 

bon Enter Elder Wou dbe unjercein/ d. Teens . 
. “/ In Tears! perhaps for me] I'll try — 

1 | [Drops a Picture, and goes back to the E 


trance, and liflens. 


Aur. If there be aught in Grief delightful, don't 
rudge me a ſhare. 

Cen. No, my dear Aurelia, I'll engroſs i it all. 1 
d him ſo, methinks I ſhou'd be . jealous if any 
hourned his Death befides' myſelf. What 8 here! 
lakes up the Picture.] Ha! ſee Couſin !—the very 
ace and Featares- of the Man! Sure ſome officioys 
ingel has brought me this for a Companion in my So- 
tude— Now Par fitted out for Sorrow. With this 
Uſigh, with this converſe, dae 5 Nn till I groy 
— Weeping. os bo 


ST 1 : 
os 2 "tir; 
2 


4 vw, 
* 
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- Aur. Tm amaz'd ! how came it here? 3 C 

Con. Whether by Miracle or humane Chance, u WW "= 

all alike; 'T have it bere: ' Nor ſhall it ever ſeparas E 

from my Breaſt — it's, the only thing cou'd give ne WM © * 

Joy, end ic will encreae m Grief. 0 
* W. 2 ] Moſt glorious Woman! now 1an Ml E 


3 Ha! What's this ? Your Buſineſs, pray dir? che 
E. V. With this Lady. [Goes to Conſtance, ak Wil 4 
her Hand, and kneels.] Here let me worſhip tht ” Guin 


feQtion, whoſe Virtue might attraR the liſtning An 05 
and make em ſmile to ſee ſuch Purity, ſo li E. 
ſelves, in humane Shape. Co 
' Con. Hermes! E. 


E. V. Your living Hermes, who ſhall die yours too. 
Con. Now Paſſion, powerful Paſſion, would bear ne 


like a Whirlwind to his Am But my Sex h 
Bounds —*Tis wondrous, Sir ! 

E. . Moſt wondrous are the Works of Fate fr 
„and moſt cloſely laid is the Serpentine Line tht 
that hidden Powe 


1 


weets of Love till tl 
Tn, ted af alle? ; my Stars are pv 
* For Heaven's fake, Sir, unriddle your Far 
| mn That my dear Brother muſt do; for he matt 


Aur. en 5 Fock at this wie 
Wov'd I had ſome body or other to ſay a fine thing « 


| ten thouſand Pardons : I lay 
ay Excule in my | 


Aur. My Lord, I wiſh you 
E. W. Pray 


Ul T'am 


adam, bergen 
better equipt wou e 
in g Rot Y Teerage We 


Au 
A 
A 
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Con. You have a good Excuſe, my Lord ; you can 
wear better when you pleaſe. 

E. V. I have a better Excuſe, ä 
are the beſt I have. 

On. How, my Lord? . 

E. V. Very true, Madam, I am at preſent, I believe; 
the pooreſt Peer in England. Harke, Aurelia, pri- 
thee lend me a Piece or two. 

Aur. Ha, ha, ha, a poor Peer indeed he wants 2 
Guinea. 
Con. I'm glad on't with all my Heart. 
E. V. Why ſo, Madam? 
Con. Becauſe I can furniſh you with five thouſand. 
E. V. Generous Woman! 


Enter Trueman. 
Ha, my Friend too 
True. I am glad to find you here, my Mts Here's 
a current Report about Town that you were kill'd. I 
was afraid it might reach this Family; ſo I come to 
_— by your Letter to me by the laſt 
oll. 

3 glad he's come; now it will th: my;haems 


Gra Now, my Lord, I wiſh you Joy and I ex- 
pet the fame from you. 
EW. With all my Heart ; but upon what Score ? 
True. The old Score, Marriage. 
Tre. Ter Neghbour Lad here \ 
. Toa Ne y here. 

¶ Looking at Aurelia. 

Aur. Impudence ! \#fide.] The Lady mayn't be ſo 


as you im 


, Sir. 
\ Tree, The Lady mayn't be ſo near as you imagine, 


* Don't miſtake me, Sir: I did not care if the 
were in Mexico. 


„Nor I neither, Madam. 
4. You're very ſhort, Sir, 


. 


Tru. 


| 
| 
[ 
| 
| 
[ 


_ tainly us d him ill. 


ſome Men, is the greateſt Provocation to a Slight. 


+ SS 24 
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True, The ſhorteſt Pleaſures are the ſweeteſt, you 

Aur. Sir, you appear very different to me from what 
you were lately. 

True. Madam, you appear very different to me ty 


what you were lately, 


Aur. Strange ! 
[This while Conſtance and Wou'dbe entertain am 
another in dumb Shew. 
Nie. Miraculous ! 
Aur. I could never have believ'd it. 
True. Nor I, as I hope to be fav'd. 
Aur. III Manners ! 
"True. Worſe. 
Aur. How have I deſerv'd it, Sir! 
True. How have I deferv'd it, Madam? 
Aur. What? 
» Trae. You. 
- Aur. Riddles! 
* True, Women — My Lord, you'll hear of ne 
at White's. Farewel. [ Ram: of. 
E. W. What, Trueman gone ! : 
Ausr. Yes. [Walks about in Dijordr, 
Cos. Bleſs me; what's I, Couſin ? 
_ Hur, Nothing. 
Con. Why are * uneaſy ? 


- Aw. N 
s you then ? 

: I don't love the Fellow, — 

yet to be affronted, — I can't bear it. 
[Burſts out @ crying, and run 
.. 2m. Your Friend, oo Lord, has affronted Aurelia 
V. Impoſlible ! His regard to me were ſufici . 
Security for his good Behaviour here, tho' it were 
his Nature'to be rere 


Con. Too well rather. | 
E. V. Teo well! have a eare, Madam ;— that, vi 


 ® , 
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b Con. Don't miſtake, my Lord, her Uſage never went 
farther than mine to you ; and I ſhould take it very ill 
\ to be abus'd for it. 

E. V. Il follow him, and Know the Cauſe of it. 
Con. No, my Lord, I'll follow her, and know it: 
Beſides, your own Affairs with your Brother require 
you at preſent. [Excunt. 


TEETEELETDECEDEDEFEFEEEFEEEED EEE 
&AC 3: IF. 


SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Horſe. 
Young Wou'dbe and Subtleman. 


VP. Eturn'd ! Who faw him ? Who fpoke with 
him ? He can't be return'd. 
| me Sub. My Lord, he's below at the Gate parlying 
dich the Porter, who has private Orders from me to 
| admit no body till you fend him word, that we may 
d have the more time to ſettle our Affairs. | 
v. V. "Tis a hard Caſe, Mr. Subtlemar, that a Man 
can't enjoy his Right without all this Trouble. 
Sub. Ah, my Lord, you ſee the Benefit of Law 
now, what an Advantage it is to the Publick for ſe- 
euring of Property. Had you not the Law o' 
þ—W_ your Side, who knows what Devices might be prac- 
tis'd to defraud you of your Right But I have 
ſecur d all The Will is in true Form; and you 
have two Witneſſes already to fwear to the laſt Words 
of your Father. 
V. V. Then you have got another. : 
dub. Yes, yes, a right one; and I ſhall pick 
up another time enough before the Term: And 
I have planted three or four Conftables in the next 
Room, to take care of your Brother if he ſhou'd be 


V. V. Then you think we are ſecure. 


— — — ˙¹ %0 e 


4 Vol. II. ” (GG : $ub. 
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Sub. Ay, ay, let him come now when he pleaſes: 


—— [I'll go down, and give Orders for his Admit. 
tance. 


ſhe 
Y. W. Unkind Brother ! to diſturb me thus, juſt in 
the ſwing and ſtretch of my full Fortune] Where is the 


it 
Tie of Blood and Nature, when Brathers will do this? MI d. 
Had he but ſtaid till Conſſance had been mine, his Pre- Ba: 
ſence or his Abſence had been then indifferent. So 
Pre 
Enter Midnight. 
Mid. Well, my Lord, [ Pants as out of Breath] you'll 
ne'er be fatisfied till you have broke my poor Heart. in 
: have had ſuch ado yonder about you with Madam and 
= but ſhe's your own, in 
W. How! my own! Ah, my dear Helpmate, tha 
I'm afraid we are routed in that Quarter : -My Brother's 
come home. 1 
5 Mid. Your Brother come home; then I'll go travel. and 
[Goirg. Tr. 
Y.W. Hold, hold, Madam, we are all ſecure ; we low 
have provided for his Reception; your Nephew Sub 


teman has ſtopt up all Paſſages to the Eſtate. 
Mid. Ay, Subtleman is a pretty thriving ingeni- 
ous Boy. Little do you think who is the Father of 


him. Vl tell you ; Mr. Moabite the rich Jew in Lon- 
bard. ſtreet. 


Y. W. Meabite the Few! 

Mid. You ſhall hear, my Lord: 1 Even 
ing, as I was very grave in my own Houſe, reading 
the Weekly Preparation : Ay, it 2 the 
Weekly Preparation, 1 do remember particularly well 
What hears me I —— but pat, pat, very oſt 
ly at the Door. Come in, cries I, and preſent 
enters Mr. Moabite, follow'd by a ſnug Chair, the 
Windows cloſe drawn, and in it was a fine young Vir. 
gin juſt pon the point of being deliver d We 
were all in a great hurly-burly for a while to be ſure; 
but our Production was a fine Boy I had fifty 
Guineas for my trouble, the Lady was wrapt up ver 
warm, plac'd in her Chair, and n. the my 
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the came from. Who ſhe was, or what ſhe was, I 
cou'd never learn, tho' my Maid faid that the Chair 
went thro' the Park — but the Child was left 
with me — The Father wou'd have made a Few 
on't preſently, but I ſwore, if he committed ſuch a 
Barbarity on the Infant, that I would diſcover all — 
So I had-him brought up a good Chriſtian, and bound 
Prentice to an Attorney. | 

v. V. Very well. 
Mid. Ah, my Lord, there's many a pretty Fellow 

in London that knows as little of their true Father 
and Mother as he does: I have had ſeveral ſuch Jobbs 
in my Time; there was one Scotch Nobleman 
that brought me ſour in half a Vear. 

V. V. Four! and how were they all provided ſor? 

Mid. Very handſomely indeed; they were two Sons 
and two Daughters, the eldeſt Son rides in the firit 
Troop of Guards, and the other is a very pretty Fel- 
low, and his Father's Valet de Chambre. | 

V. V. And what is become of the Daughters, 

y ? 
7% Why, one of em is a Manteau- maker, and 
the youngeſt has got into the Play-houſe. — Ay, ay, 
my Lord, let Sabtleman alone, I'll warrant he'll manage 
your Brother. Adſmy liſe, here's ſomebody coming, I 
wou'd not be ſeen. 
V. V. "Tis my Brother, and he'll meet you upon 
the Stairs! adſo, get into this Cloſet till he be gone. 

| [Shuts her into the Cloſet. 


Enter E. Wou'dbe and Subtleman. 
My Brother ! deareſt Brother, welcome ! 
[ Runs and embraces him. 
E. V. I can't diſſemble, Sir, elſe I wou'd return 
your falſe Embrace. | 
v. V. Falſe Embrace ! ſtill ſuſpicious of me! 1 
thought that five Years Abſence might have cool'd the 
unmanly Heats of our childiſh Days ; that I am over- 
yd at your Return, let this teſtify, this — 
| G 2 f 
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I reſign all Right and Title to your Honour, and a. 
lute you, Lord. 

E. W. I want not your Permiſſion to enjoy my 
Right; here I am Lord and Maſter without your Re- 
ſignation ; and the firſt uſe I make of my Authority, 
is, to diſcard that rude, bull-fac'd Fellow at the 
Door. Where is my Steward? [ Enter Clearaccount] 
Mr. Clearaccount, let that pamper'd Sentinel below 
this Minute be diſcharg'd. — Brother, I wonder you 

cou'd feed ſuch a ſwarm of lazy, idle Drones about 
you, and leave the poor induſtrious Bees, that fed you 
trom their Hives, to ftarve for want. Steward, 
look to't ; if I have not Diſcharges for every Farthing 
of my Father's Debts upon my Toilet to morrow 
Morning, you ſhall follow the Tipſtaff, I can aſſure 
* V. Hold, hold, my Lord, you uſurp too large 
a Power, a oer my Family. 

E. V. Your Family ! 

V. V. Yes, Family; you have no Title to Lord 
it here. Mr. Clearaccount, you know your 
Maſter. ' 

E. V. How ! a Combination againſt me ! — Bro- 
ther, take heed how you deal with one that, cautious 
of your Falſhood, comes prepar'd to meet your Art, 
and can retort your Cunning to your Infamy : Your 
black, unnatural Deſigns againſt my Life, before J 
went abroad, my Charity can pardon ; but my Piu- 
dence muſt remember to guard me from your Malice 
for the future. 

Y. M. Our Father's weak' and fond Surmiſe ! which 
he upon his Death-bed own'd ; and to recompence me 
for that injurious, unnatural. Suſpicion, he left me ſole 
Heir to his Eſtate — Now, my Lord, my Houſe and 

Servants are at your Service. 

E. I. Villainy beyond Example! have I nor Letter 

from my Father, of ſcarce a Fortnight's Date, where 

expat me v your Ha my Return, left it ſhould again 
to your Hatred? - 


E 
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Sab. Well, well, theſe are no Proofs, no Proofs, my 
Lord; they won't paſs in Court againſt poſitive Evi- 
dence : Here is your Father's Will, ffgnatum & Hil- 


latum, befides his laſt Words to confirm it, to which 


can take my poſitive Oath in any Court of - 
minſter. | 
E. V. What are you, Sir? 

Sub. Of Clifford's Inn, my Lord, I belong to th: 
Law. | 

E. W. Thou art the Worm and Maggot of the Law, 
bred in the bruis'd and rotten Parts, and now are 
nourtſh'd on the ſame Corruption that produc'd thee. 
The Engl; Law, as planted firſt, was like 
the Eng/;/> Oak, ſhooting its ſpreading Arms around, 
to ſhelter all that dwelt beneath its Sade: But 
now whole Swarms of Caterpillars, like you, hang in 
ſuch Cluſters upon every Branch, that the once thri- 
ving Tree now ſheds infectious Vermin on our Heads. 

Y. W. My Lord, I have ſome Company above ; if 
your Lordſhip will drink a Glaſs of Wine, we ſka!] 
be proud of the Honour ! if not, I ſhall attend you at 
any Court of Judicature, whenever you pleaſe to ſum- 
mon me. 

E. V. Hold, Sir, Perhaps my Father's dying 
Weakneſs was impos'd on, and he has left him Heir; 
if fo, his Will ſhall freely be obey'd. [{ffe.] —— 
Brother, you fay you have a Will. 

Sub. Here it is. [ Shexwing à Parchment. 

E. V. Let me ſee it. 

Sub. There's no Precedent for that, my Lord. 

E. V. Upon my Honour, I'll reſtore it. 
7. V. Upon my Honour, but you ſhan't. —— 
[Takes it from Sub. and puts it in his Pocket. | 

E. V. This Over-caution, Brother, is {ufpicious. 

Y. V Seven thoufand Pound a Year is worth look- 
ing after. | 

E. V Therefore you can't take it ill that I am lit 
tle inquiſitive about it. Have you Witneſſes 10 
prove my Father's dying Words ? 


- 
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V. V. A Couple in the Houſe. 
E. VJ. Who are they? 
Sub. Witneſſes, my "Lord 


"Tis unwarranta- 


ble to enquire into the Merits of the Cauſe out of 


Court; — my Client ſhall anſwer no more Que. 


tions. 


E. V. Perhaps, Sir, upon a ſatisfactory Account of 
his Title, I intend to leave your Client to the quiet 
Enjoyment of his Right, without troubling any Court 
with the Buſineſs ; I therefore defire to know what 


kind of Perſons are theſe Witneſſes. 
Sub. Oho, he's a coming about. [ Aſide,] I told 
your Lordſhip already, that I am one, is in 


the Houſe, one of my Lord's Footmen. 
E. W. Where is this Footman ? 
V. V. Forth-coming. 
E. V. Produce him. 
Sub. That I ſhall preſently. —— The Day's our 
own, Sir; [To V. V.] "put you ſhall engage firſt to ask 
him no crois Queſtions. [Exit Sub, 
E. V. I am not skill'd in ſuch : But, pray Brother, 
did my Father quite forget me? left me nothing 
V. V. Truly, my Lord, nothing: He ſpoke 
but little, left no Legacies. 
E. V. Tis ſtrange ; he was extremely juſt, and 
lov'd me too ; but perhaps 
[ Enter Subtleman with Teague, 
$4. My Lord, here's another Evidence. 
E. W. Teag we / 
V. V. My 9 Servant ! { 
[They all four flare one another, 
Sub. His Servant! yl for fly apes 
Tea. Maiſhter ! ſee here Maiſhter, I did get all diſh 
[Chinks Meng] for being an Evidenſh, dear Joy; an 


be me ſlioule, I will give the half of it to you, if 


you will give me your Permiſſion to make ſwear a- 
gainſt you. 

E. V. My Wonder is divided between the Villainy 
of the Fact, and the Amazement of the Diſcovery ! 
Teague ! my very Servant ! ſure I dream. 


Tea, 


% 
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Tea. Fet, dere iſh no dreaming in the Cath ; I'm 
fare the Croon Pieceiſh are awake, for I have been 
taaking with dem diſh half hour. | 

Y. W. Ignorant, unlucky Man, thou haſt ruin'd 
me; why had I not a ſight of him before ? 

Sub. J thought the Fellow had been too Ignorant to 
be a Knave. x 

Tea. Be me Shoule, you lee, dear Joy. — I can be 
a Knave as well as you, fen I think it conveniency. 

E. V. Now Brother! Speechleſs! Your Oracle too 
filenc'd ! Is all your boaſted Fortune ſunk to the guilty 
Bluſhing for a Crime? But I ſcorn to inſult. Lee 
Diſappointment be your Puniſhment : But for your 
Lawyer there, Teague, lay hold of him. 

Sub. Let none dare to attach me without a legal 
Warrant. ; 

Tea. Attach ! no, dear Joy, I cannot attach you—— 
but I can catch you by the Troat, after the Faſhion of 
Ireland. [Takes Subtleman by the Throat. 

Sub, An Aſult ! an Aſſault ! 


Tea. No, no, *tiſh noting but choaking, noting but 


E. W. Hold him faſt, Teague Now, Sir, [To 
Y. V.] becauſe I was your Brother, you wou'd have 
betray'd me ; and becauſe I am your Brother, I for- 
give it; diſpoſe yourſelf as you think fit. _—— III 
order Mr. Clearaccount to give you a thouſand Pounds. 
Go take it, and pay me by your Abſence. 

V. V. I ſcorn your beggarly Benevolence: Had my 
„ Deſigns ſucceeded, I wou'd not have allow'd you the 

Weight of a Wafer, and thereſore will accept none. 
h As for that Lawyer, he deſerves to be Pillory'd, 
AN not for his Cunning in deceiving you, but for his Ig- 
if norance in betraying me. —— The Villain has de- 
A frauded me of Seven thouſand Pound a Year. Farewel. 


[ Going. 


G 4 Enter 


- 
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Eater Midnight out of the Cloſet, runs to Young Wou'dbe, 
and Encelt. 

Mig. My Lord, my dear Lord Won abe, I beg you 
ten thouſand Pardons. 

V. V. What Offence haſt thou done to me? 

Mid. An Offence the moſt injurious I have 
Ritherto conceal'd a Secret in my Breaſt, to the Offence 
of Juſtice, and the defrauding your Lordſhip of your 
true Right and Title. You, Benjamin Wou'dbe, with 
the crooked Back, are the eldeſt born, and true Heir 
to the Eſtate and Dignity. 

On. How! _ 

Tea. Arah, how ? 

Mid. None, my Lord, can tell better than I, who 
brought you rg into the World. My deceas'd 
Lord, upon the fight of your Deformity, engag'd me, 
by a conſiderable Reward, to ſay you were the laſt 
born, that the beautiful Twin, likely to be the greater 
Ornament to the Family, might ſucceed him in his 
Honour. This Secret my Conſcience has long 
ſtruggled with. —— Upon the News that you were 
left Heir to the Eſtate, I thought Juſtice was ſatisfy d, 
and I was reſolv'd to keep it a Secret ſtill ; but by 
ſtrange Chance, over-hearing what paſs'd juſt now, 

my poor Conſcience was rack'd, and I was "forc'd to 
Aue the Truth. 
V. W. By all my former Hopes I cou d have ſworn 
it: I found A Spirit of Elderſhip in my Blood ; my 
Pulſes beat, and fwell'd for Seniority. —- Mr. Herme: 
Wou'dbe, ————Tm your moſt humble Servant. 
[Foppiſh5: 

E. F. Hermes is my Name, my Chriſtian Name; 
of which I am prouder than ot all Titles that Ho- 
nour gives, or Flattery beſtows. But thou, vain 
Bubble, puft up with the empty Breath of that more 

empty Woman; to let thee fee how I defpiſe thy 
Pride, PII call thee Lord, dreſs thee up in Titles like 
a King at Arms ; you ſhall be blazon'd round, . 
any Church in Holland; ha Pageantry ſhall _ 
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the Lord-Mayor's ; and yet this Hermes, plain Hermes, 
ſhall deſpiſe thee. 

Sub. Well, well, this is nothing to the Purpoſe —- 
Miſtreſs, will you make an Affidavit of what you have 
faid, before a Maſter in Chancery ? | 

Mid. That I can, tho' I were to die the next Minute 
after it. 

Tea. Den, dear Joy, you wou'd be dam the next Mi- 
nute after dat. 

E. V. All this is trifling : F muſt purge my Houſe 

of this Neſt of Villainy at once. Here, Teague, 

[//hiſpers Teague] go, make haſte. 

Tea. Dat I can. -— [A, he runs out, Y. W. ſtops him. 

Y. V. Where are you going, Sir? . 

Tea. Only for a Pot of Ale, dear Joy, for you and 
my Maiſhter, to drink Friends. 

Y. W. You lie, Sirrah. [Puſres him back. 

Tea. Fet, I do ſo. 

E. W. What, Violence to my Servant! Nay, then 
Il force him a Paſſage. 


Sub. An Aſſault, an Aſſault upon the Body of a Peer. 
Within there! 


TT TT. 


3 


Enter three or four Conflables, « one of em _ a black 
Patch on his Eye. They di arm E luer Wou' dbe, and 
ſecure Teague. 

E. V. This Plot was laid for my. Reception. Un- 
hand me, Conſtable. | 

F. /. Have a care, Mr. Conſtable, 'the Man is mad ; 

he's poſſeſs'd with an odd Frenzy, that he's my Bro- 

ther, and my elder too; So, becauſe I wou'd not very 

willingly reſign my Houſe and Eftate, he ade psd, o 

murder me. L | 
Sub. Gentlemen, tale care of hag Fellow: He 

made an Aſſault upon my Body vi & armis. 
Tea. Arah, fat is dat wy at ar miſb ? 
dzb. No matter, Sirrah.; I ſhall have you: hang'd. 
Tea, Hang'd ! dat is noting, dear Joy — We are 
wa to'e. 
E V Unhand me, Villains, or by 4 


2 
w 
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Tea. Have a caar, dear Maiſhter, don't ſwear; we 
ſhall be had in the Croon-Oftiſh : You know dere ih 
Sharpers about us. (Looking about on them that hold bim. 

Y. V. Mr. Conſtable, you know your Directions; 

away with 'em. 
E. V. Hold 

Conſt. No, no, force him away. —— 

(They all hurry him off, manent T. W. and Midnight. 

Y. W. Now, my dear Propheteſs, my Sybil ; by all 
my dear Deſires and Ambitions, I do believe you have 
ſpoken the. Truth. I am the Elder. 

Mid. No, no, Sir, the Devil a word on't is true — 
T wouid not wrong my Conſcience neither: For, faith 
and troth, as I am an honeſt Woman, you were bom 
above three Quarters of an Hour after him; — but! 
don't much care if I do ſwear that you are the eldeſt, 
— — What a Bleſling it was that I was in the Clo 
ſet at that pinch ! Had I not come out that Moment, 
you wou'd have ſneakt off; your Brother had been in 
Poſſeſſion, and then we had loſt all; but now you are 
eſtabliſh'd : Poſſeſſion gets you Money, that gets you 
Law, and Law you know —— Down on your Knees, 

Sirrah, and ask me Bleſſing. 

V. V. No, my dear Mother, III give thee a Bleſſing, 
a Rent-charge of Five hundred Pound a Year, upon 
what part of the Eſtate you will, during your Life. 

Mid. Thank you, my Lord: That five Hundred : 
Year will afford me a leiſurely Life, and a hand- 
ſome Retirement in the Country, where I mean to 
repent me of my Sins, and die a good Chriſtian : For 
Heaven knows, I am old, and ought to bethink me 
of another Life. — Have you none of the Cor- 
dial left that we had in the Morning? 

Y. V. Yes, yes, we'll go to the Fountain-head. 

| ( E-xeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE, The Street. 


Enter Teague. 


7:2, Deel tauke me but diſh iſh a moſt ſhweet Buſi - 
neſs indeed; Maiſhters play the Fool, and Shervants 
muſt ſhuffer for it. I am Priſhoner in the Conſtable's 
Houſe, be me Shoule, and ſhent abrode to fetch ſome 
Bail for my Maiſhter ; but foo ſhall, bail poor Teague 
agra ? | | 


Enter Conftance. 


Oh, dere iſh my Maiſhter's old Love. Indeed, -I fear 
diſh Biſhneſs will ſpoil his Fortune, 

Con. Who's here? Teague? (He turns from her. 

Tea. Deel tauke her, I did tought ſhe cou'd not 
know me agen now I am a Priſhoner. (Conſtance goer 
about to look bim in the Face. He turns from her.) 
Diſh iſh not ſhivil, be me Shoule, to know a Shentle- 
man fither he will or no. 

Con. Why this, Teague ? What's the Matter ? Are 
you aſham'd of me, or yourſelf, Teague ? EE 

Tea. Of bote, be me Shoule. | 

Con. How does your Maſter, Sir ? 

Tea. Very well, dear Joy, and inPriffon. 

Cox. In Priſon ! how ! where? 

Tea, Why, in the little Ba/o1ile yonder, at the End 
of the Street. 

Con. Shew me the Way immediately. 

Tea. Fet, I can ſhew you the Houſe yonder ;. Shee 
yonder ; be me Shoule I ſhee his Face yonder peeping 
troo the Iron Glaſs Window. ” 

Con, I'll fee him, tho” a Dungeon were his Confine- 
1. ment. (Runs our. 

Tea. Ah — auld kindneſh, be me ſhoule, cannot 
be forgotten. Now, if my Maiſhter had but Graſh e- 
nough to get her wit Child, her Word wou'd go for 
two ; and ſhe wou'd bail him and I bote. (Exit. 


SCENE, 


NE 
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SCENE, A Room miſerably furniſhed, E. W. ſitting 


and writing. 


F. W. The Tow'r confines the Great, 
The Spunging- Houſe the Poor; 

Thus there are Degrees of State 
That cum the Wretched muſt endure. 


Virgil, cb“ cheriſhed in Courts, 
Relates but a ſplenetick Tale, 

Cervantes. Revels and Sports, 
Aube he writ in a Fail. 


Then hang Reflexions, (Starts up.) I'll go write 2 
Comedy. Ho, within, there > Tell the Lieutenant of 
the Tower that I weuld ſpeak with him. 


Enter Conſtable. 

Conft. Ay, ay, the Man is mad: Lieutenant o'th' 
Tower ! ha, ha, ha; wou'd you cou'd make your 
Words good, Maſter. 2 

E. V. Why, am not I a Priſoner here? I know it 
by the ſtately Apartments. — What i - that, pray, that 

s ſtreaming gown the Wall yonder ? 

* . Yonder ! tis Cobweb, Sir. 

E 2 'Tis falſe, Sir: I is as fine Tapeſtry as any 
m 2 

Conſt. The Devil it is ! 

E. V. Then your Damask Bed, here; the Plowers 

are ſo bold, I took em for Embroidery ; and then the 

Head-work, Point de Yenice,. I proteſt ! 

Conf. As good Kidderminſter as any in England, |! 
muſt confeſs ; and tho? the Sheets be a little vs, yet 
I can aſſure you, Sir, that many an honeſt Gentleman 
has lain in them. 

E. J. Pray, Sir, what did thoſe two Indian Pieces 
coſt, that are 6x'd up in the Corner of the Room? 
Conf. Indian Pieces ! What the Devil, Sir, they are 
my old Jack-Boots, my Militia Boots. 


E. V. 
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E. V. I took em for two China Jars, upon my 
Word : But hark'e, Friend, art thou content that theſe 


Things ſhou'd be as they are ; 


Conſt. Content ay, Sir. 
E. V. Why then ſhould I complain? 
[ One calls withins 
[ Miibin.] Mr. Conſtable, here's a Woman will force 
her Way upon us: We can't ſtop her. | 
Con. Knock her down then, knock her down 3 
let no Woman come up, the Man's mad enough al- 
ready. | | 


Enter Conſtance. 


Con. Who dares oppoſe me ? 
[Throws him a handful of Money. 
Conſt. Not I truly, Madam. 4 
[Gathers up the Money: 
E. V. My Conflance ! my Guardian-Angel here! 
Then nought can hurt me. 
Conſt. Hark'e, Sir, you may ſuppoſe the Bed to be a 
Damask Bed for Half an Hour, if you pleaſe. — 
Con. N o, no, Sir, your Priſoner muſt along with 
” | 


\ Gn Ay ! faith, the Woman's madder than the 
an. 


Enter Trueman and Teague. 


E. V. Hal Trueman too ! I'm proud to think that 
many a Prince has not ſo many true Friends in his 
Palace, as I have here in Priſon ; — two ſuch — 

Tea. Tree, be me Shoule. | 

Trae. My Lord, juſt as I heard ef your Confine- 
ment, I was going to make myſelf a Priſoner, Be- 
_ the Fetters ; I had juſt bought the Wedding- 

ing. - 

Con. I hope they are golden Fetters, Captains? 

True. They weigh Four thouſand Pound, Madam, 
beſides the Purſe, which is worth a Million. —— My 
Lord, this very Evening was I to. be marry'd ; by 
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the News of your Misfortune has ſtopt me: I wou'g 
not gather Roſes in a wet Hour. 

E. . Come, the Weather ſhall be clear; the 
Thoughts of your good Fortune will make me eaſy, 
more than my own can do, if purchaſed by your Diſ- 
appointment. 

True. Do you think, my Lord, that I can go to the 
Bed of Pleaſure whilſt you lie in a Hovel ? 
where is this Conſtable ? How dare you do this, inſo- 
lent Raſcal ? 5 

Conft. Inſolent Raſcal ! do you know who you ſpeak 
to, Sir? 

True. Yes, Sirrah 3 don't I call you by your pro- 
per Name? How dare you confine a Peer of the 
Realm? 

Conft. Peer of the Realm ! you may give good Words 

tho', I hope. | 
E. V. Ay, ay, Mr. Conſtable is in the right, he did 

but his Duty ; 1 ſappoſe he had twenty Guineas for his 

ains. 

Conf. No, I had but ten. | 

E. V. Hark'e, Trueman, this Fellow muſt be ſooth'd, 

he'll be of Uſe to us; I muſt employ yon too in this 

Affair with my Brother. 

True. Say no more, my Lord, I'll cut his Throat, 
*tis but flying the Kingdom. 

E. W. No, no, *twill be more Revenge to worſt 
him at his own Weapons. Cou'd I but force him out 
of his Garriſon, that I might get into Poſſeſſion, his 
Claim wou'd vaniſh immediately. Does my Bro- 


you 

True. Very little, if at all. 

E. V. Hark'e. a Lipper. 

True. It ſhall be don; — Look'e, Conftable, 
you're drawn into a wrong Cauſe, and it may prove 
your Deſtruction if you don't change Sides immediate 
ly : —— We deſire no Favour, but the Uſe of your 
Coat, Wig, and Staff for Half an Hour. 
+ Conft. Why truly, Sir, I underſtand now, by this 
Gentlewoman, that I know to be * 


* 


Here, 
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that he is a Lord, and I heartily beg his Worſhip's 
Pardon, and if I can do your Honour any Service, 
your Grace may command me. 

E. W. I'll reward you, but you muſt have the black 
Patch for the Eye too. 

Tea, I can give your Lordſhip wan; here fet, tis 
a Plaiſhter for a ſhore Finger, and I have worn it 
but twice. 

Con. —— But pray, Captain, what was your Quar- 
rel at Aurelia to-day ? | 

True. With your Permiſſion, Madam, we'll mind my 
Ford's Buſineſs at preſent ; when that's done, we'll 
mind the Lady's. — My Lord, I ſhall make an ex- 
cellent Conſtable ; I never had the Honour of a civil 
Employment before : We'll equip ourſelves in another 


Place. Here, you Prince of Darkneſs have you ne'er a 


better Room in your Houſe, theſe Iron-Grates frighten 
the Lady. 


Conft. I have a handſome, neat Parlour below, 
Sir 


True. Come along then, you muſt conduct 92 — 


We don't intend to be out of your Sight, that you 


may n't be out of ours. [ Aſide.] [Exeunt. 
SCENE changes to an Apartment. 


Enter Ard in « Pao, Richmore fo/lowing. 
Aur. Follow me not ; Age and Deformity, 


with Quiet, were preferable to this vexatious Perſecu- 
tion; for Heaven's ſake, Mr. Richmore, what have I 
ever ſhewn to vindicate this Preſumption of yours ? 

Rich. You thew it now, Madam ; your Face, your 
Wit, your Shape, are all Temptations to undergo even 
the Rigour of your Diſdain, for the bewitching Plea- 
ſure of your Company. | 

Hur. Then be affur'd, Sir, you ſhall reap no other 
Benefit by my Company ; and if you think it a Pleaſure 


to be conſtantly lighted, ridicul'd, and affronted, you 


ſhall have Admittance to ſuch Entertainment whenever 
Rich, 
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* _ Rich, I take you at your Word, Madam; I am 
arm'd with Submiſhon _ all the Attacks of your 
Severity, and your Ladyſhip ſhall find, that my Re. 
ſignation can bear much longer than your Rigour can 
inflict. 

Aur. That is, in plain Terms, your Sufficiency will 
preſume much longer than my Honour can reſiſ 
Sir, you might have ſpar'd the unmannerly Declaration 
to my Face, having already taken care to let me know 
your Opinion of my Virtue, by your impudent Settle- 
ment, propos'd by Mrs. Midnight. | 
Rich. By thoſe fair Eyes, I'll double the Propoſal; 
this ſoft, this white, this powerful Hand [Takes ber 
Hand] ſhall write its own Conditions. 

Aur. Then it ſhall write this — [Striker him] and 
if you like the Terms, you ſhall have more another 


me. [Exit. 


Rich. Death and Madneſs ! a Blow Twenty 
thouſand Pound — for one Night Revenge up- 
on her dear, proud, diſdainful Perſon ! — Am I rich 


as many a Sovereign Prince, wallow in Wealth, yet 
ean't command my Pleaſure ? Woman ! - If 


here be Power in Gold, I yet ſhall triumph o'er thy 
Pride. | 


Enter Midnight. 


Mid. O' my troth, and fo you ſhall, if I can help it. 

Rich. Madam, Madam, here, here, here's Money, 
Gold, Silver, take, take, all, all, my Rings too; all 
ſhall be yours, make me but happy in this preſumpt» 
ons Beauty, I'll make thee rich as Avarice can crave ; 
if not, I'll murder thee and my ſelf too. 
—— Your Bounty is too. large; too- large indeed, 

Rich. Too large ! no, tis Beggary without her 
Lordſhips, Manors, Acres, Rents, Tithes and Trees, 
all, all ſhall fly for my dear ſweet Revenge. 

Mid. Say no more, this Night I'll put you in a 


Way. 


The Twin. Rivals. 73 

Rich. This Night ? ; 

Mid. The Lady's Aunt is very near her Time 
ſhe goes abroad this Evening a viſiting ; in the mean 
time I'll fend to your Miſtreſs, that her Aunt is fallen 
in Labour at my Houſe: She comes in a hurry, and 
they —— 

Rich. Shall I be there to meet her ? 

Mid. Perhaps. 

Rich. In a private Room? 

Mid. Mum. 

Rich. No Creature to diſturb us ? 

Mid. Mum, I fay, but you muſt give me your Word 
not to raviſh her; nay, I can tell you, ſhe won't be 
raviſh'd. 

Rich. Raviſh! Let me ſee, I'm worth five thouſand 
Pound a Year, twenty thouſand Guineas in my Pocket, 


and may not I force a Toy that's ſcarce worth fifteen 
hundred Pound? Pl do't. 


Her Beauty ſets my Heart on fire, beſide 

Th' injurious Blow has ſet on fire my Pride; 

The bare Fruition were not worth my ; 
The Joy will be to humble her Diſdain ; 

Beyond Enjoyment will the Tranſport laſt 

In Triumph, when the Extaſy is paſt. © [Exeunt. 


The End of the fourth ACT. 
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SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Hau ſe. 
Young Wou'dbe Solus. 


Y. V. QHew me that proud Stoick that can bear Suc- 
ceſs and Champain ; Philoſophy can ſupport 
ns in hard Fortune, but who can have Patience in Proſ- 
perity? The Learned may talk what they will of 
human Bodies, but I am ſure there is not one Atom in 
mine but what is truly Epicurean, My Brother is 
ſecur d, I guarded with my Friends, my lewd and bo- 
neſt Midnight Friends. _—— Holla, who waits there 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord . 
Y. V. A freſh Battalion of Bottles to re · inſorce the 
Ciſtern. Are the Ladies come? 
_. Ser. Half an Hour ago, my Lord: They're below 
in the Bathing Chamber. Be 

Y. V. Where did you light en em? 

— Ser. One in the Paſſage at the old Play-houſe, my 
Lord —— I found another very melancholy paring 
her Nails by Reſamond's Pond, — and a Couple I got 
at the Chequer Alehouſe in Ho/born ; the two laſt came 
to Town yeſterday in a Weſt Country Waggon. 

Y. W. Very well, order Baconface to haſten Supper 
and d'ye hear? Bid the Si admit no Stranger 
without acquainting me [Exit Servant.) Nov 
Fortune I defy thee, this Night's my own at leaſt. 

| [ Re-enter Ser vai. 

Ser. My Lord, here's the Conſtable below with the 
black Eye, and he wants to ſpeak with your Lordſlup 
in all haſte, v. v 


4 


ty 
3 


% wg" ww ry wee were we” 


E 
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v. V. Ha! the Conſtable! Shou'd Fortune jilt me 


NOW ? —— Bid him come up, I fea fome curſed | 


Chance to thwart me. 


Enter Trueman in the Conflable's Clothes. 

True. Ah? My Lord, here is fad * 
Brother is 
v. V. Got away, made his Eſcape, J warrant you. 

True. Worſe, worſe, my Lord. 

Y. V. Worſe, worſe ! What can be worſe ? 

True. I dare not ſpeak it. 

v. V. Death and Hell, Fellow don't dium me. 

True. He's dead. 

Y. W. Dead! 

True. Poſitively. 

Y. W. Coup de Grace, Ciel Gramercy. 

True. Villain, I underſtand you. - | {fede. 

v. V. But how, how, Mr. Conſtable? Speak it aloud, 
kill me with the Relation. 

True. I don't know how, the poor Gentleman was 
very melancholy upon his Confinement, and ſo he de- 
ſu'd me to ſend for a Gentlewoman that lives hard by 
1 here, may - hap your Worſhip may know her. 

V. V. At the gilt Balcony in the Square? 


J Mn, At 


went for her myſelf, but ſhe was atherways engag d; 
not ſhe truly, ſhe wou'd not come Wou'd you 
believe it, my Lord, at the hearing of this the poor Man 
was like to drop down dead. 
I. V. Then he was but likely to drop dead > - 
True, Wou'd it were no more. Then I left him, and 


his Sword- Belt. 


* V. V. Hang'd! 
— True. Dangling. 


V. V. Le coup declat ! Done like the nobleſt Roman 
of 'em all; but are you ſure he's s paſt all Recovery? Did 
you ſend for no — to bleed him 


True. No, my Lord, I forgot that bat I'll fend 
A 
Y. 1. 


True. The very fame, a ſmart Woman ttuly——1 


coming about two Hours after, I found him hang d in 


; 
x 
d 
| 
il 
= 
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Y. V. No, no, Mr. Conſtable, tis too late now, 

* and the Lady wou'd not come, you 
y ? 

True. Not a ſtep wou'd the ſtir. : 

V. V. Inhumane! barbarous !—— dear, delicious 
Woman, thou now art mine — Where is the Body, 
Mr. Conſtable ? I muſt fee it. 

True. By all means, my Lord, it lies in my Parlour; 
there's a power of Company come in, and among the 
reſt one, one, one Traeman, I think they call him, 
a deviliſh hot Fellow, he had like to have pull'd the 
Houſe down about our Ears, and (wears I 
told him he ſhould pay for ſwearing — —— he gave me 
a flap in the Face, faid he was in the Army, and had 
a Commiſſion for't. | 
v. V. Captain fraemax ? A bluſtering kind of Rake 
kelly" Officer. 

. True. Ay, my Lord, one of thoſe Scoundrels that we 
pay Wages to for being knock'd o' th' head for us. 

Y. W. Ay, ay, one of thoſe Fools that have only Brains 
to be knock'd out. 

True. Son of a Whore. [ 4fde.] He's a plaguy im- 
pudent Fellow, my Lord ; he ſwore that you were the 

Villain upon the Earth. 
F. V. Ay, ay, but he durſt not ſay that to my Face, 

True. No, no, hang him, he faid it behind your Back 
to be ſure and he ſwore moreover —— Have a 
care, my Lord, he ſwore that he wou'd cut yout 
Throat whenever he met you. 

. V. Will you ſwear that you heard him ſay fo? 
* True. Heard him! Ay, as plainly as you hear me: 
He ſpoke the very Words that I ſpeak to your Lor 


. W. Well, well, Ill manage him —— But nov 
I think on't, I won't go to ſee the Body; it will but en, 
creaſe my Grief. — Mr. Conſtable, do you ſen 
for the Coroner : They muſt find him Non Conf: 
He was mad before, you know. Here —— — fone 


ching for your Trouble. [Gives Moy: 
* n 
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Tye. Thank your Honour. — But pray, my Lord, 
have à Care of that Trueman; he ſwears that he'll cut 
your Throat, and he will do't, my Lord, he will do't. 
Y, J Never fear, never fear. | * 
True. But he ſwore it, my Lord, and he will certainly 
do't. Pray have a Care. [Exir. 
Y. W. Well, well, ſo, the Devil's in't if I 
ben't the eldeſt now. What a Pack of civil Relations 
have I had here? My Father takes a Fit of the _ 
off 


plexy, makes a Face and goes off one way ; my 

takes a Fit of the Spleen, makes a Face and 

tother way. — Well, I muſt own he has found 
the way to mollify me, and I do love him now with all 
my Heart; fince he was ſo very civil to juſtle into the 
World before me, I think he did very civilly to juſtle 
cut of it before me But now my Joys! With- 
out there hollo take off the Inquiſition of 
the Gate; the Heir may now enter unſuſpeted. _ 


The Wolf is dead, the Shepherds may go play: 
Eaſe follows Care; fo rewls the World away. 


'Tis a Queſtion whether Adverſity or Proſperity makes 
the moſt Poets. | 


Enter Servant. 

Ser. My Lord, a Footman brought this Letter, and 
aits for an Anſwer. ; 5 
Y. V. Nothing from the Eh/an Fields, I hope. 
Opening the Letter.) What do I ſee, CONSTANCE? 
pells and Magick in every Letter of the Name 
Now for the ſweet Contents. | 1 


Lord, I am pleas d to bear of your happy Change 
/ Fortune, and ſhall be glad to ſes your Lordfoip 
"us Evening to wiſh you Foy. 

CONSTANCE. 


ow the Devil's in this Midnight ; the told me this Af. 
moon that the Wind was chopping about, and has it 
gt 


able. Arah, Maiſhter, get a 
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got into the warm Corner already? Here, my Coach p 


and fix to the Door: Tl viſit my Sz/tane in State, F 


As for the Seraglio. below Stairs, you, my Bahauy, 
may paſſeſathem. [Exit, 


SCENE, The Street. Teague with a Lanthory, K 

Trueman in the Conftable's Habit following. de 

True. Blockhead, thou haſt led us out of the way ; 
we have certainly paſt the Conſtable's Houſe. 

Tea. Be me Shoule, dear Joy, I am never out of my 

ways ; for poor Teague has a Vanderer ever ſince 


the Lanthorn : What Sign is that? i 

The St. Ae Tavern! Why, you blundering Fool, ſom 

you have led me directly to Sr. James Square, when 
* 


ſhou'd have gone towards Soho. [Shrieking within.) 7 
Har! What Noiſe is that over the way ? a Woman's A 
, { 
I Fet is it——— ſhome Daumſel in Diſtreſs I be- 7 
lieve, that has no mind to be reliev'd. _ Who 
True. Til uſe the Privilege of my Office to knoy N. 
what the Matter is. lineſs 
Den. Hold, hold, Maiſhter Captain, be me fet, dit 
iſh not the way home. Au 


Within.]-—— Help, help, Murder! Help. a Rap 
True. Ha ! Here muſt be Miſchief — Within there, 
open the Door in the King's Name, or I'll force it open, 
ere, Teague, break down the Door 


eague takes the Staff, thumps at the Dur 
A | rg I have ſo long as I an 


bom, and ſho opes 6 
in the Window of the firſht Room, ſho open tie 
Door, and let in your ſhelf. ä | op 
0 


Within.) Help, help, help. 

True. Farder let's raiſe the Mob. | 
Tea. O Maiſhter, I have tink juſt now of a brit Wer A 
Invention to make dem come out; and be St. J. | 
trick, dat very Buſhineſs did maake my non ſhelf 1 A. 
wy Fader run like the Devil out of my nown ta Mc 
9 3 N 
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in my own Country : — Be me Shoule, ſet the Hooſe 
a-hre. | 


Enter the Mob. co 


Mob. What's the Matter, Maſter Conſtable ? 

True. Gentlemen, I command your Aſſiſtance in thg 
King's Name, to break into the Houſe : There is Murs 
der cry'd within. 

Meb. Ay, ay, break et he 5. . 

at t 

Mid. What Noiſe i that bo? 

Tea. Arah, vat Noiſe iſh dat above ? 

Mid. Only a poor Gentlewoman in Labour ; — 
will be over preſently. Here, Mr. Conftable, there's 
ſomething for you to drink. 

[Throws down a Purſe, Teague takes it up, 

Tea, Come, Maiſhter, we have no more to ſhay, be 
me Shoule, [Going.] Arah, if you will play the Con- 
ſtable right now, fet you will come away. 

* True, No, no; there muſt be Villainy by this Bribe: 
Who lives in this Houſe ? 

1 Meb. A Midwife, a Midwife : Tis none of our Bu- 
dat 


lineſs ; let us be gone. 
[Aurelia at the Windew, 
Aur. Gentlemen, dear Gentlemen, | help! a Rape, 
a Rape, Villainy ! 
True. Ha! That Voice I know- Give me-the 
aff ; I'll make a Breach, I warrant you. 
[ Breaks open the Door, and all go in. 
SCENE changes to the Infide of the ge 
Re-enter Trneman and Mob. 
True, Gentlemen, ſearch all about the Houle; let not 
Soul eſcape. 


bran ater Aurelia, — with her Hair about ber ker 


t. Pe out of Breath. 
if u 4ur. Dear Mr. Conſtable, dad were fel 


4 tt I had been ruined. | 


True, 
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__ True. Aurelia! Are you ſafe, Madam? 
Aur, Yes, yes; I am fafe —I think — but with 
enough to do: He's a deviliſh ſtrong Fellow. 
foe. Where is the Villain that attempted it ? 
Aur. Pſhaw, never mind the Villain; — look 
out the Woman of the Houſe, the Devil, the Monſter, 
that decoy'd me hither. 


Enter Teague, baling in Midnight by the Hair. 
Tea. Be me Shoule, I have taaken my Shaar of the 
Plunder. Let me ſhee, fat I have gotten, [ Tales her u 
the Light] Ububboo, a Witch, a Witch; the very ſaan 
Witch dat would ſwaar my Maiſhter was the youngeſt. . 

True. How ! Midnight! This was the luckieſt Dil. 
. my dear Proſerpine, I'll take care 
f Mid. Pray, Sir, let me ſpeak to you. 

| True. No, no; I'Il talk with you before a Magi. 
== 2 (ng new oy ou underſtand 
— — et oner, III v 
a eague, your , 

Aur. Ms. Conſtable, III reward you. 

Tea. It iſh convenient noo by the Law of Arm. 
that I ſearch my Priſhoner, for fear ſhe may have ſont 
Pocket-Piſhtols : Dere is a Joak for you. 

[Searches her Pull 

Mid. Ah! don't uſe an old Woman ſo barbarouſy. 

Tea. Dear Joy, den fy vere you aa old Woman? Dt 
is your Falt, not mine, Joy ! Uboo, here iſh noting 
but ſeribble ſcrabble Papers, I tink. 

[Pulls out @ handful of Letter 

True. Let me foe? em; Co may be of Uſe —— MF . ” 

Looks over the Letters.] For Mr. Richmore A lneſs 
es ks trafic hereabouts ? 4 
1 That is the Villain that would have abu 


| wo Sh Ha! Then he has abus'd you; Villain i 
deed ! —— Was his Name Richmore, "Miſres? a 


Tandfome Man? | | 
1 =_ 4 


DD 
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Aur. Ay, ay, the very ſame; a luſty, ugly Fel- 
low. 

Tue. Let me ſee 
the Letter.) Death and Confuſion to my Sight; Clelia! 
My Bride ! ——D— His Whore. I've paſt 
a Precipice unſeen, which to look back upon ſhivers 
me with Terror. This Night, this very Mo- 
ment, had not my Friend been in Confinement, had 
not I worn this Dreſs, had not Aurelia been in Danger, 
had not Teague found this Letter, had the leaſt minute 
Circumſtance been omitted, what a Monſter had I been ! 
Miſtreſs, is this ſame Richmore in the Houſe Kill, 
think'e ? | "0 

Aur. Tis very probable he may. | | 

True. Very well. Teague, takes thefe Ladies 
over to the Tavern, and ftay there till I come to you. 
—— Madam, (To Aurelia) fear no Injury your 
Friends are near you. | 

Aur. What does he mean ? 

Tea, Come, dear Joy, I vil give you a Pot of Wine, 
out of your own Briberies here. 

[ Hales out Midnight. Exit Aurelia and Mob, 
'y Mane Trueman. 
ſome 


Enter Richmore. 
ule Rich. Since my Money won't prevail on this crofs 
Fellow, I'll try what my Authority can do — 
What's the meaning of this Riot, Conſtable? I have 
the Commiſſion of the Peace, and can command you. 
Go about your Buſineſs, and leave your Priſoners with 
me. 


True. No, Sir; the Priſoners ſkall go about their Bu- 
linefs, and I'll be left with you Look'e, Maſter, 
we don't uſe to make up theſe Matters before Com - 
pany : So you and I muſt be in private a little. — You 
fay, Sir, that you are a Juſtice of Peace. 

Rich, Yes, Sir ; I have my Commiſſion in my Pocket. 

Trae. I believe it. Now, Sir, one good Turn 
deſerves another: And if you will promiſe to do me 
a Kindneſs, why, you ſhall have as good as you bring. 
Vol. II. H Rich. 


whoſe Scrawl is this? [Opens 


q 
| 
| 
i 
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Rich. What is it? 
True. You” muit know, Sir, there is a Neighbour's 
Daughter that I had a woundy Kindneſs for: She had 
a very good Repute all over the Pariſh, and might have 
marry'd very handſomely, that I muſt ſay ; but I Con't 
know how, we came tcgether after a very kindly 
natural manner, and I ſwore, that I muſt ſay, I did 
ſwear confoundedly, that 1 would marry her: But, 
I don't know how, I never car'd for marrying of her 
fince. 
Rich. How ſo? 


Tie. Why, becauſe I did my Buſineſs without it: I 
That was the beſt way, I thought The truth is, 
ſhe has ſome fooliſh Reaſons to ſay ſhe's with Child, l 
and threatens mainly to have me taken up with a War- 
rant, and brought beſore a Juſtice of Peace. Now, P 
Sir, I intend to come before you, and I hope your 8 


Worſhip will bring me off. 
Rich. Look'e, Sir, if che Woman prove with Child, 
and you {wore to marry her, you mult do't. 
True. Ay, Maſter ; but I am for Liberty ard Pro 
I vote for Parliament-Men : I pay Taxes, and 
truly I don't think Matrimony conſiſtent with the Li- 
berty of the Subject. Sh 
Rich. But in this Caſe, Sir, both Law and Juſtice will I t 
oblige you. | 
True. Why, if it be the Law of the Land | 
Found a Letter here I think it is for your Wor- 
ſhip. * a 
Rich. Ay, Sir, how came you by it? 
True. By a very ſtravge Accident truly — Cl: 
—ſhe ſays here you ſwore to marry her. EU 
Now, Sir, I ſuppoſe that what is Law for 1 
Petty Conſtable, may be Law for a Juſtice of Peace. 
Rich. This is the oddeſt Fellow-—— * - 
True. Here was the t'other Lady that cry'd out © 
I warrant now, if I were brought before you { 
raviſhing a Woman—— the Gallows wou'd zavifh m. 


for't. | | 
raviſh har. 


UPON ao > 005- pat” NE as LY 


Rich. But I did not 


py 
7 „ 
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True. That Pm glad to hear: I wanted to be fare 


of that. (Addte. 
Ricb. I don't like this Fellow. Come, Sir, give me 
my Letter, and go about your Buſineſs; I have no more 
to ſay to you. 
True. But I have ſomething to ſay to you. 


(Coming up to him. 

Rich. What! | 
True. Dog. (Strikes him. 
Rich. Ha! ſtruck by a Peaſant! (Draws.), Slave, thy 
Death is certain. (Runs at Trueman. 
True. O brave Don Fohn, Rape and Murder in one 
Night ! (Diſarms him. 


Rich. Raſcal, return my Sword, and acquit your 
Priſoners, elſe will I proſecute thee to Beggary. I'll 


give ſome Petty-fogger a thouſand Pound to ſtarve thee 
and thy Family according to Law. 


True. III lay you a thouſand Pound you won't. 
(Diſcovering himſelf. 
Rich. Ghoſts and Apparitions! Trueman 
True. Words are needleſs to upbraid you; my very 
Looks are ſufficient ; and if you have the leaſt Senſe of 
Shame, this Sword wou'd be leſs painful in your Heart, 
vil 777 my Appearance is in your Eye. 
ich. Truth, by Heavens. 
True. Think on * Contents of this (/hewing a Let- 


ter ) think next on me; reflect upon your Villainy to 
Aurelia, then view thyſelf. 


Rich. Trueman, canſt thou forgive me? 
True. Forgive thee ! (4 long Pauſe.) Do one thing, 


and I will, 
Pl beg thy Pardon. 


Rich. Any thing : 
True. 'The Blow excuſes that. 

Rich, P'll give thee half my Eſtate. 
True. Mercenary. 

Rich. I'll make thee my ſole Heir. 
Trae. I deſpiſe it. | 

Rich. What ſhall I do? 

True. You ſhall marry Clelia. 
Rich, How ! that's too hard. 


H 2 | True. 
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True. Too hard! Why was it then imposd on me? 
If you marry. her yourſelf, I ſhall believe you intended 
me no Injury; ſo your Behaviour will be juſtified, my 
3 appeas d, and the Lady's Honour re- 

ir 
aA 'Tis infamous. 

True. No, by Heavens, *tis Juſtice, and what is juſt 
is honourable: If Promiſes from Man to Man have 
Force, why not from Man to Woman ? Their 

very Weakneſs is the Charter of their Power, and 
they ſhou'd not be injur'd, becauſe they can't return 
It. 


Rich. Return my Sword. 

True. In my Hand tis the Sword of Juſtice, and I 
ſhou'd not part with it. 

Rich. Then ſheath it here, I'll die before I conſent 
ſo baſely. | 

True. Conſider, Sir, the Sword is worn for a diſtin- 
guiſhing Mark of Honour : Promiſe me one, and 
receive t'other. | 

Rich. I'll promiſe nothing, till I have that in my 

Power. 

True. Take it. Throws him his Sword. 

Rich. I ſcorn to be compell'd even to Juſtice ; and 
now that I may reſiſt, I yield. Trueman, I have 

or'd thee, and Celia I have 2 wrong d. 

"Wk: Wrong'd indeed, Sir; —--and to aggravate 
the Crime, the fair Afflicted loves you. Mark'd you 
with what Confuſion ſhe receiv'd me ? She wept, the 
injur'd Innocence wept, and with a ſtrange Reluctance 
gave conſent ; her moving Softneſs pierc'd my Heart, 
tho' I miſtook the Cauſe. 

Rich. Your youthful Virtue warms my Breaſt, and 
melts it into Tenderneſs. 

True. Indulge it, Sir; Juſtice is noble in any Form; 
think of the Joys and Raptures will poſſeſs her, when 
ſhe finds you inſtead of me: You, the dear bende 
the Man ſhe loves, the Man ſhe I to find 
—_—_ returg'd, and in her Arms. 
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Rich. No new Poſſeſſion can give equal oy 
It ſhall be done, the Prieſt that waits for you ſhall 
the Knot this Moment; in the Morning I'II expe 
you'll give me Joy. L FA 
True. So, is not this better now than cutting of 


Throats ? I have got my Revenge, and the Lady will 
have hers without Bloodſhed. | LExit. 


SCENE changes to an Apartment; N 


and Servant. ; 
. a * 
24 


Ser. He's juſt a coming up, Madam. tne 
Con. My Civility to this Man will be as great a a Con- 
ft:aint upon me, as Rudeneſs wou'd be to his Brother; 
but I muſt bear it a little, becauſe our Deſigns require 
it; [Enter Y. Wou'dbe.} his Py ſhocks me: — 
wa Lord, I wiſh you me 
V. V. Madam, tis only in your Power to * it3 
and wou - you honour me with a Title to be _— 
proud of, it ſhou'd be that of your humbleſt Servant, 
Con. I never admitted any body to the Title of an 
humble Servant, that I did . not intend ſhould command 
ö me; if your Lordſhip will bear with the Slavery, you 
F ſhall begin when you pleaſe, provided you take upon 
i you the Authority when I have a mind. 
V. . Our Sex, Madam, make much better Lovers 
* than Husbands ; and 1 think it highly unreaſonable, 


_ that you ſhould put yourſelf in my Power, When you 
"A can fo abſolutely keep me in yours. 


we have given our Promiſe to obey ; and we are never 
in more danger of being made Slaves, than when we 
have 'em at our Feet. 

V. V. True, Madam, the greateſt Empires ate in 
moſt danger of falling; but it is better to be abſolute 
there, than to act by a Prerogative that is conſin'd. 

Cont. Well, well, my Lord, I like the Conſtitution 
* live under 3 Pa for a limited Power, or none at 


H 3 vy. V. 


Cor No, my Lord, we never truly command till 
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Y. N. You have ſo much the Heart of the Subject, 
Madam, that you may rule as you pleaſe ; but you 
have weak Pretences to a limited Sway, where your 
Eyes have already play'd the Tyrant. I think 
ene Privilege of the People is to kiſs their Sovereign's 
Hand. [Taking ber Hand. 
. Not till they have taken the Oaths, my Lord; 
and he that refuſes them in the Form the Law preſcribes, 
is, I think, no better than a Rebel. | 
Y. V. By Shrines and Altars, (Kneeling) by all that 
you think juſt, and I hold good, by this, (Taking ber 
Hand) the faireſt, and the deareſt Vow-—— (Xi/ing 
| | | her Hand. 
Con. Fie, my Lord. (Seemingly yielding. ) 
Y. V. Your Eyes are mine, they bring me Tidings 
from your Heart, that this Night I ſhall be u. 
—5 Wou'd not you deſpiſe a, Conqueſt fo eafily 
ind? „ V 
BY. v, Yours will be the Conqueſt, and I ſhall de- 
ſpiſe all the World but you. 
Cen. But will you promiſe to make no Attempts 
ypon my Honour? : 
V. V. That's fooliſh. (4fde.) Not Angels ſent on 
Meſſages to Earth, ſhall viſit with more Innocence. 
Con. Ay, ay, to be fure.-——- (4fide.) My Lord, 
III ſend one to conduct you. (Exit. 
V. V. Ha, ha, ha; no Attempts upon her Ho- 
nour ? When I can find the Place where it lies, I'll tell 
her more of my Mind Now do I feel ten thou- 
ſand Cupids tickling me all over with the Points of 
their Arrows, — Where's my Deformity now? 1 
have read ſomewhere theſe Lines : EC 


Tho) Nature caft me in a rugged Mould, 

Since Fate has chang'd the Bullion into Gold; 

Cupid returns, breaks all his Shafts of Lead, 

And tips each Arrow with a Golden Head, 

Featber d with Title, the gay lordly Dart c 


Flies proudly on, whilft every Virgins Heart 
Swell; with Ambition to receive the Smart. 


Enter 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe behind him. 


F. W. Thus to adorn Dramatick Story, 
Stage Hero ſtruts in borrow'd Glory, 
Proud and Auguſt as ever Man ſaw, 
And end; his Empire in a Stanza. 


[Slaps him on the Shoulders 


Y. W. Ha! Brother ! | 1 

E. W. No, Man; all Kindred and Rela- 
tion I difown: The poor Attempts upon my Fortune 
I cou'd pardon, but thy baſe Deſigns upon my Love, 
] can never forgive; —— my Honour, Birthright, 
Riches, All I cou'd more freely ſpare, than the leaſt 
Thought of thy prevailing here. 

Y. V. How! my Hopes deceiv'd ; curs'd be the 
fair Deluſions of her Sex; whilſt only Man oppos'd 
my Cunning, I ſtood ſecure; but ſoon as Woman in- 

terpos'd, Luck chang'd Hands, and the Devil was im- 
mediately on her ſide. —— Well, Sir, much good 
may do you with your. Miſtreſs, and may you love and 
live, and ſtarve together. [ Going. 

E. V. Hold, Sir, I was lately your Priſoner; now 


you are mine z when the Ejectment is cxecuted, 2 
(hall be at Liberty. 


Y. . Ejectment! 
E. V. Yes, Sir, by this time, I hope, my Friends 


have purg d my Father's Houſe of that debauch'd and 
notous Swarm that you had hiv'd together. 


v. V. Confuſion, Sir, let me paſs; I am the Elder, 
and will be obey'd. [ Draws. 


E. V. Dari thou diſpute the Elderſhip ſo nobly? 
v. V. I dare, and will, to the laſt Der of my in- 
veterate Blood. 1 | [They Wb. 


1 hs 
2. U _ 
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90 The Twin-Rivals. 


Enter Trueman and Teague. Trueman flrikes down h 
| their Swords. n 
True. Hold, hold! my Lord, I have brought thoſe B 


mall ſoon decide the Controverſy. 
V. V. If I miſtake not, this is the Villain that de. 
cey'd me abroad. 
[ Runs at Trueman, Teague catches his Arn 
behind, ard takes away his Swerd. 
Tea. Ay, me be Shoule, thiſh iſh the beſht Guard 
upon the Rules of Fighting, to catch a Man behind 


tas Back, ha! 
True. My Lord, a Word: [Whifers E. — — ing 
Now, Gentlemen, pleaſe to hear this 2 in Ming | 
| [Goes to the Door and brings in ;dniphe, c 

Tea. In my Onfſhtody, ſet. you 
True. Now, Madam, you know what Puniſhment : 
33 deftin'd for the Injury offer'd to Aurel a, if you don't tle 


immediately confeſs the Truth. me 
Mid. Then I muſt own, (Heaven forgive me) Uſa 
[Weeping] I muſt own, that Hermes, as he was fill us a 


efteem'd, ſo he is the Firſt- born. ders, 
Tea. A very honeſt Woman, be me Shoule. 7 
Y. V. That Conſeſſion is extorted by Fear, and 2 
thereſore of no Force ther” 


- True. Ay, Sir, but here is your Letter to her, with have 
the Ink ſcarce dry, where you repeat your Offer of E. 
Five hundred Pound a Year to ſwear in your Behalf. 

Tea, Dat was Teague's finding out, and I believe Te 
St. Patrick put it in my Thoughts to pick her Pockets. Fulle, 


E. 
Enter Conſtance and Aurelia. I. 
Con. I hope, Mr. Wou'dbe, you will make no At- 
tempts ypon my Perſon. 


V. V. Damn your Perſon. 
E. V. But pray, Madam, where have you been u! 
this Evening ? [To Aurelia. 


Ar. 


The Twin-Rivals.- or 
- Aur, Very buſy, I can aſſure you, Sir; here's an 
honeſt Conſtable that I could find in my Heart to 
marry, bad the greaſy Rogue but one Drop of genteel 
Blood in his Veins ; what's become of him ? * 
[CLoabing about. 

Con. Bleſs me, Couſin, marry a Conſtable | 
. Hur. Why truly, Madam, if that Conſtable had not 
come in a very -critical Minute, by this time I had' 
been glad to marry any Body. 

True. I take yeu at your Word, Madam, you ſhall: 
marry him this Moment; and if you don't ſay that I 
have genteel Blood. in my Veins by to-morrow Morn- 

2 And was it you, Sir? | 

True. Look'e, Madam, don't be aſham'd ; I found 
you a little in the d3Gabilce, that's. the Truth on't) but 
you made a brave Defence. 

Aur. I am oblig'd to you; and tho' you were a lit- 
tle whimſical to day, this late Adventure has taught 
me how dangerous it is to provoke a Gentleman by ill 
Uſage ; therefore, if my Lord and this Lady will ſhew- 
us 2 good Example, I think we muſt follow our Lea- 
ders, Captain. 

True.. As boldly as when Honour calls. 

Con. My. Lord, there was taken among your Bro- 
ther's jovial Crew, his Friend Subtleman, whom we: 
ith have taken. care to ſecure: 2 
of E. V. For him the Pillory ; for you, Madam 

[To Midnight.. 
l — Be me Shoule, ſhe ſhall. be married to. Maiſhter- 
er, : 
E. V. For you, Brother! 
V. V. Poverty and Contempt — 


To-which I yield as to a milder Fate, 
Than Obligations from the Man I hate. Exit. 


E. V. Then take thy Wiſh— And now, I hope, 


ill Parties have recei vd. their due Rewards and Puniſhe 
ments. 


H 5 Teas 


92 The Twin-Rivals. 
Tea. But what will you do for poor Teague, Maiſh- 


nn | 
E. V. What ſhall I do for thee ? TO 
Tea. Arah, maak me a Juſtice of Peaſh, dear Joy. 
E. . Juſtice of Peace ! thou art not qualify'd, Man. 
Tia. Veſt, ſet am 1 Jean take the Oats, and 
write my Mark I can be an honeſhit Man myſhelf, 
and keep a great Rogue for my Clerk. 
E. V. Well, well, you ſhall be taken Care of; and 
now, Captain, we ſet out for Happineſs —— 


- Tet none deſpair whateer their Fortunes be, 
Fortune muſt yield, wou'd Men but adt like me. 
Chuſe a brave Friend as Partner of your Breaſf, 
Be active when your Right is in Conte; 
Be true ta Love, and Fate will ds the refs. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. HO O K. 


But now weak Woman tis his ſaſeſt Caſt, 

Jo bring him off with Quarter at the laſt : 

Net that he's wain to think, that I can ſay, 

Or be can write fine Things to help the Play. 

The various Scenes have drain d his Strength and Art; 
And I, you know, had @ bard ſtruggling Part: 

But then he brought me off with Life and Limb; 
eu d that I d as much far bim 
Stay, let me think —— uf Favours to excite, 

1 fill muſt act the-Part I play to-night. 

For whatſe'er may be your fly Pretence, ; 

You like thoſe = that make the beft Defence: 

But this is needleſs ——"Tis in vatn to-craveit, - 
ff you have dumm d the Play, no Power can ſave it; 
Net all the Wits of Athens, and of Rome; 

Net Shakeſpear, Johnſon, cou'd revoke its Doom: 
Nay, what is morg —— if once your Anger rouſes,. 
Net all the courted Beauties of both Houſes. 

He wou'd have ended bers, bur I thought mert, 
To tell him there vas left ene ſafe Retreat | 
Pratefion ſacred, at the Ladies u. 


UR Poet open'd with a ld Warlike Blaſt, ? 


2 


94 EPILOGUE. 
To that he an ier d in ſubmiſſive Strain, 
He pay d all Homage to this Female Reign, 5 
And therefore turn d his Satyr 'gainſt the Men. 
From your great Queen, this Sovereign Right ye draw, 
To heep the Wits, as ſbe the World, in Awe. 

ber bright Scepter, your bright Eyes they bow ; 8 


bh awful Sad, fer on ex/ry Bret, 
All Scandal on the Sex were Treaſon now. 
The Play can tell with what Poetick Care, 
He labour d to redreſs the injur'd Fair, 5 
And if you won't pratecꝭ, the Man will damn bim there. 
Then ſawe the Muſe, that flies to you for Aid; 8 


Perhaps my poor Requeſt may ſome * 
Becauſe it is the firſt I ever made. g 
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PEEP SLES 


TO ALL 


Friends round the Wrekin. 


My Lordi and Gentlemen, 

* | 

Nſtead of the mercenary ExpeCtations that 4 
Addreſſes of this Nature, I humbly beg, that this 
may be receiv'd as an Acknowledgment for the Fa- 
yours you have already conferr'd : I have tranſgrefied | 
the Rules of Dedication, in offering you any thang in | 
that Style, without firſt asking your Leave: But the | 
Entertainment l found in Shire, commands me te | 
be grateful, and that's all I intend. = 
'Twas my good Fortune to be order'd ſome time | . 
ago into the Place which ia made the Scens of this 


attend 


FeErs. 
This Character I found ſo amply verify'd in every 
= 2 made Recruiting, — — 
& Pleaſure in the Wenkd.to. me. | 
The Kingdom Ry Ca tn, 
detter Inclinations for the Service, more Generoſity, 
more good Underſtanding, nor more Politeneſa, than is 
to be found at the Foot of the Whekin. 
12 1 met wich al- 
within the Shade of that famous Hill, gave the 
” ta this. Comedy ; and People were apprehenfive 


E. The Epiſtle Dellicatory. 

that, by the Example of fome others, I would make 
the Town merry at the Expence of the Country. 
Gentleman: But they forgot that I was to write a 
Comedy, not-a Eibel ; and that whiltt F held to Na. 
ture, no Perſon of any Character in your Country 
could ſuffer by being expor'd. I have drawn the ju- 
tice and the Clown in their Puri, Naturalibus ; the 
one an apprehenſive, ſturdy, brave Blockhead ; and 
the other a worthy, - honeſt, - generous Gentleman, 
hearty in his Country's Cauſe, and of as good an Un- 
derſtanding as I could give him, which I muſt confeſ; 
is far ſhort of his own. 

I humbly beg leave to interline a Word or two of 
the Adventures of the Recruiting Officer upon the Stage. 
Mr. Rich, who commands the Company for which 
theſe Recruits were rais d, has defir d me o acquit 


him before the World of a Charge which he thinks 


Bes heavy upon en 

Jy © third Night. 
De it A weve a? Mex, by theſs Proftnts; That i 
was my Ad and Deed, or rather Mr. Duzfey's ; for he 
ird Night againſt the firſt of mine. 


Fowl in y, except one ſingle” Kite But I pre- 

| — a- Bird becauſe of his Name, and 
Brazen another, becauſe of the Feather in. his Hat; 
| with theſe three I engap'd his whole Empire, 
I think was as great or ae rn 


anfwer his Com more gravely, the 
| far advancd; a l th 
Play were alk commanded to- 
ne only for a Wind, which 
leſs than a Day: And I know 
none: of Mr. — Birds Birds that had Poſts abroad but 
is Woodcocks, and their Seaſon is over; ſo that he 
might put off a Day with leſs Prejudice than the Re- 
ny a." 1 has this — to ay for 


The Epiſele Dedicatcry. 5 
himſelf, that he was poſted before the other ſpake, 
and could not with credit recede from his Station. 

Theſe and ſome other Rubs this Comedy met with 
before it appear'd. But on the other hand, it had 
powerful Helps to ſet it forward: The Duke of Or- 
mond encouraged the Author, and the Earl of Orrery 
approv'd the Play. My Recruits were review'd by my 
General and my Colonel, and could not fail to paſs 
Mufter ; and ftill to add to my Succeſs, they were 
raisd among my Friends round the Wrekin. 

This Health has the Advantage over our other ce- 
lebrated Toaſts, never to grow worſe for the Wearing : 
'Tis a laſting Beauty, old without Age, and common 
without Scandal. That you may live long to ſet it 
chearfully round, and to enjoy the abundant Pleaſures 
of your fair and plentiful Country, is the hearty With 


: My Lords and Gentlemen, 


Your moft Obliged, 
And moſt Obedient Servant, 


G. FARQUHAR, 


THE 


THE 


PROLOGUE. 


* ancient Times when Hellen's fatal Charms 


Rouz'd the contending Univerſe 
The — aa, Council happily deputes | 
The 2.2 Ulyſſes forth to raiſe Recruits. 
The artful Captain found, without Delay, 
Where Great Achille, a Deſerter, lay. 
Him Fate had ward to ſhun the Trojan Blows : 
Him Greece requir'd —— againſt their Trojan Foes. 
All their recruiting Arts were needful here, 
To raiſe this great, this tim'rous Volunteer. 
Ulyſſes ce could talk — he flirs, he warms 
The warlike Youth He liftens to the Charms 
Of Plunders, fine lac d Coats, and glitt'ring Arms, 
Ulyſſes caught the young aſpiring Boy, 
| Lies a ht the Fate of Troy. 
Thus by Recruiting was 2 Hector Hain: 
333 thus Fair Hellen did regain. 
fer ene Hellen fuch prodigious Things 
Were acted, that they even li lifled Kings 3 
F for one Hellen's 475 ul, wicious Charms, 
Half the tranſported orld was found i in Arms ; 


to Arms, 


Wit 


PROLOGUE 7 


What for ſo many Helens may ave dare, 
IWhiſe Minds as well as Faces are þ fair ? 
If by one Hellen's Eyes, Oli Greece cou'd find 
In Homer fr d to write, c,. Homer blind ; 
The Britons ſure beyond compare may write, 

That view fo many Hellens ev'ry Night. 


. 


| | Dramatis 


** 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M : E | N. 
Mr. Ballance, | Ely Mr. 3 
Mr. Scale, Three Juſtices. 5 Mr. Philips. 
Mr. Scruple, Mr. Kent. 


Mr. Worthy, a Gentleman of Shrep/bire, Mr. Willian, 


Capt. Plume, = Recruiting ST. ilk. 
Capt. Brazen,) Officers, 3 Mr Cibber, 


Kite, Serjeant to Pine. Mr. Eftcowt. 


Bulkck, a Country Clown. Mr. Bullick, 

Coftar Pear-main, „ Mr. Norri.. 

The. Apple-Tree, C To Recruits. 2 Nr. Fairkouk 

. | SC] 
WOMEN. 

Mclinde, a Lady of Fortune. Mrs, Rogers, MY Enter 


Hlvia, Daughter to proey Mrs. Ol Ni, 


in love with Plume. a 8 
Lucy, Melinda's Maid. Mrs. Sapsfird. 
Roſe, a Country Wench. Mrs. Mountfo. 


Conſtable, Recruits, Mob, Servants and Attendant. 
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ACT 1. 


SCENE, The Market-Place—— Drum 
beats the Granadeer- March. | 


Enter Serjeaut Kite, follow d by Thomas Apple-Tree, 
| Co woe: -main, and the Mob. | 
a Wo any Gentlemen Sol- 

8 M diers, or others, have a 

mind to ſerve her Ma- 
jeſty, and pull down the 
French King: If any 
Prentices have ſevere Ma- 
ſters, any Children have 
undutiful Parents: If any. Servants have two little 
Wages, or any Husband too much Wife : Let 
them repair to the noble Serjeant Kite, at the Sign 
af the Rawen, in this good Town of 5 
and they ſhall receive preſent Relief and Enter- 
tinment . Gentlemen, I don't beat my 
Drums here to inſnare or inveigle any Man, _ 


to The Recruiting Officer. 
muſt know Gentlemen, that I am a Man of Honor Wl K 
Beſides, I don't beat up for common Soldiers; no, 1 ſerv 
lit only Granadeers, Granadeers, Gentlemen— Pry, well, 
Gentlemen, obſerve this Cap —— This is the Cap d ef) 
Honour, it dubs a Man a Gentleman in the drawing d Felle 
a Tricker ; and he that has the good Fortune to be Tho 
born fix Foot high, was born to be a Man — Man 
. p upon you Ml £*p* 

ea 

Coft. Is there no harm int? Wont't the Cap liſ me? (il ©: 

Kite. No, no, no more than I can — Come, let ne the | 


foe how it becomes you. Pard: 
Cos. Are you ſure there be no Conjuration in it? * 
No Gun Plot upon me? men, 
Kite. No, no, Friend ; don't fear, Man, Purſe 


Coft. My Mind miſgives me plaguily Let ne ny 


Tee it — (Going to put it on) It ſmells woundih d Ove 
Sweat and Brimſtone. Smell Tummas. her $ 
Tho. Ay, wauns does it. fuſe 
Coft. Pray, Serjeant, what Writing is this upon de 4: 
Face of it ? . — 1 . X. 
Kite. The Crown, or the Bed of Henour. Hone 
Coft. Pray now, what may be that fame Bed d 4 
01 wah large Bed! bigger by half un eG 
Fin. ©! mighty bigger g 
the great Bed at Var 0 People ny 
lie in it together, and never feel one another. 
Cet. My Wife and I wou'd do well to lie int, fr © 
we don't care for feeling one another —— But do Folk Drun 
lleep ſound in this ſame Bed of Honour. 2 
Hie. Sound ! Ay, ſo ſound that they never wake hx 
"Cop. Wauns! T with again chat my Wife lay thee © bu 
Vu. Say you ſo! Then, I find, Brother — MI” © 
Cf. Brother ! Hold there Friend; I am no Kg ll 
fred to you that I know of yet — Look'e, Serjeatt 
1 Coaxing, no Wheedling, dye fee If 1 hav Wi 
wind to lift, why ſo —— If not, why dis not -I 
therefore take your Cap and your Brotherſhip back * 
Fe for L am not diſpoſe at this preſent Writug- I 1 fd 
1 3 | 
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Kite. I coax ! I wheedle! Pm above it ! Sir, I have 
ſerv'd twenty Campaigns ——D— But, Sir, you talk 
well, and I muft own that you are a Man every Inch 
of you, a pretty young ſprightly Fellow — I love a 
Fellow with a Spirit; but I ſcorn to coax, tis baſe : 
Tho' I muſt ſay, that never in my Life have I ſeen a 
Man better built ! how firm and ftrong he treads! He 
ſteps like a Caſtle ; but I ſcorn to wheedle any Man 
— Come, honeſt Lad, will you take ſhare of a Pot? 

Coft. Nay, for that Matter, I'll ſpend my Penny with 
the beſt He that wears a Head, that is, begging your 
Pardon, Sir, and in a fair Way. 

Kite. Give me your Hand then ; and now Gentle- 
men, I have no more to ſay, but this Here's a 
Purſe of Gold, and there is a Tub of humming Ale at 
my Quarters 'T'is the Queen's Money, and the 

's Drink —— She's a generous Queen, and loves 
her Subjects I hope, Gentlemen, you won't re- 
fuſe the Queen's Health ? 

All Mob. No, no, no. 

Kite. Huzza then! huzza for the Queen, and the 
Honour of Shropſhire. 

All Mob. Huzza ! - £9 

Kite. Beat Drum. [Exeunt Shauting, Drum beating 
a Granadeer's March. 


. * 


Enter Plume in a Riding Habit. 

ie Plume. By the Granadeer March, that ſhon'd be my 
For Drum; and by that Shout, it ſhou'd beat with Succeſs 
et me ſee—— Four a Clock — [ Looking on his 
Watch.) At Ten yeſterday Morning I left London, — ' 
A hundred and twenty Miles in thirty Hours is pret- 
ty ſmart Riding, but nothing to the Fatigue of Re- 


eruiting. 


bs Enter Kite. 
Welcome to Shrewſbury, noble Captain: From 
the Banks of the Danubt to the Severn Side, noble Cap- 
7 Weck: welcome. S 

me. A very elegant Reception indeed, Mr. Kite: 
| find you are fairly enter d into your Recruiting Strain: 
Pray what Succeſs ? . te, 


12 The Recruiting Officer. 

... Kite. I have been here a Week, and I have recruited 

Five ! * 
Plume, Five! Pray what are they? ſhe 

_ Kite. I have liſted the ſtrong Man of Kent, the King — 

of the Opfer, a Scorch Pedlar, a Scoundrel Attorney, L 

and a Welch Parſon. Th 
Plume. An Attorney! Wert thou mad? Liſt a Lay. 

yer ! Diſcharge him, diſcharge him this Minute. 
Kite. Why, Sir ? | _ 

Pune. Becauſe I will have no body in my Com- 

ny that can write; a Fellow that can write, can dra Con 


Petitions I fay this Minute diſcharge him. B, 
_ Kite. And what ſhall I do with the Parſon ? f 
Plume. Can he write? 

Kite, Hum! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle, hs” 


Pune. Keep him by all means — But how ftand; of F 

the Country affected? Were the People pleas'd with 2 
the News of my coming to Town? the 

Kite. Sir, the Mob are ſo pleas'd with your Honour, 
and the Juſtices and better Sort of People are ſo de. 

- lighted with me, that we ſhall ſoon do your Bufinek 
—— But, Sir, you have got a Recruit here that you 
little think of. £5 

Plume. Who! 

Ute. One that you beat up for the laſt time you 
were in the Country: You remember your old Friend 
Melly at the Caſtle ? 

Plume. She's not with Child, I hope. 

te. No, no, Sir ſhe was brought to bil 

. yelterday. 

Plume. Kite, you muſt father the Child. 


7 And fo her Friends will oblige me to man) Ph 
he Mother. | 
Plume. If they ſhou'd, we'll take her with us; ft the Pi 
can waſh, you know, and make a Bed upon occaſion. 
"Kite. Ay, or unmake it upon occaſion. But hauf what 
Honour knows that I am marry'd already. hold % 


Plume. To how many? 
ite. I cant tell readily —— I have ſet them dom 
Here upon the back of the Muſter- Roll. [rent 


Ty 1 * 
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aut.] Let me fee, — Imprimis, Mrs. Shely Snikereyes, 
the ſells Potatoes upon Ormond- Key in Dublin — P | 
Cuxxle, the Brandy Woman, at the Horſe-Guard at 
White- Hall Dolly Waggon, the Carrier's Daughter 
at Hul Madamoiſelle Yan-bottom-flat at the Bur 
Then Fenny Oakham, the Ship Carpenter's Widow, at 
Portſmouth 3 but I don't reckon upon her, for ſhe was 
married at the fame time to two Lieutenants of Ma- 
rines, and a Man of War's Boatſwain. 4 

Plume. A full Company You have nam'd five 
Come, make em half a dozen: Kite is the Child 
a Boy or a Girl? OE EDI 

Kite. A Chopping Boy. 

Plume. Then ſet the Mother down in your Lift, and 
the Boy in mine: Enter him a Granadeer by the Name 
of Francis Kite, abſent upon Furlow -— I'll allow you 
a Man's Pay for his Subſiſtence, and now go comfort 
the Wench in the Straw. pe) 

Kite. IT ſhall, Sir. | 

Plume. But hold, have you made any uſe of your 
German Doctor's Habit fince you arriv'd ? rt 

Kite. Ves, yes, Sir, and my Fame's all about the 
Country for the moſt faithful Fortune - teller that ever 
told a Lie I was oblig'd to let my Landlord in- 
to the Secret, for the Convenience of keeping it ſo; 
but he's an honeſt Fellow, and will be faithful to any 
Roguery that is truſted to him. This Device, Sir, will 
get you Men, and me — which, I think, is 
all we want at preſent ut yonder comes your 
Friend Mr. Worthy — Has your Honour any farther 
Commands ? 

Plume. None at preſent. [Exit Kite.] Tis indeed 
1 the Picture of Noriby, but the Life's departed. ; 


Enter Worthy. 
What, Arms a- eroſs, Worthy ! Methinks you ſhould 
hold 'em open, when a Friend's ſo near —— The Man 
has got the Vapours in his Ears, I believe: I muſt ex- 
Ml this melancholy Spirit. | 


Val. II. I  Opheen, 


The Recruiting Officer. ; 
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Spleen, thou worſt of Fiends below, F 
Fly, I comjure thee, by this Magick Blow. that 
[Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder, h 

Wor. Plume ! my dear Captain, welcome. Safe and P 
. found return'd ! | time 
Plume. I ſcap'd ſafe from Germany, and ſound, J hone 
hope, from London; you ſee I have loſt neither Leg, tlem 
went 

W 

one 

the J 

into: 


Arm, nor Noſe : Then for my Inſide, tis neither trou- 
bled with Sympathies nor Antipathies ; and I have an 
excellent Stomach for Roaſt-Beef. | 

Wor. Thou art a happy Fellow, once I was fo. 


Plume. What ails thee, Man ? No Inundations nor 


— — in Wales, I hope? Has your Father roſe PI 
from the Dead, and re-aſſum'd his Eſtate ? W 
- Wor. No. 

Plume. Then you are marry'd ſurely. 

Wor. No. 

Plume. 'Then you are mad, or turning Quaker. 
Vir. Come, I muſt out with it Your once gay, | 
roving Friend, is dwindled into an ebſequious thought- of Pre 
ful, romantick, conſtant Coxcomb. 

Plume. And pray what is all this for? 

Wir. For a Woman. 


Plume. Give me thy Hand: If thou go to that, be Wo 
hold me as obſequious, as thoughtful, and as conſtant : I With a 
Coxcomb as your Worſhip. that d 

Wir. For whom? | — : 

Plume. For a Regiment —— But for a Woman ui 
*Sdeath f I have been conſtant to fifteen at a time, bu iſ Wife. 
never melancholy for one, and can the Love of or Pla 
bring you into this Condition? Pray, who is this wo- 7 i an 
derful Hellen: odo 
9 Wor. A Hellen indeed, not to be won wr 2 

ears Si as a Beauty, and as great a ]ilt. " 

| Plume. A File? Pho ! Is the as at's Whore? thy, yo 

War. No, no. 2 Pride 0 

Plume. "Tis ten thouſand pities: is ſhe? 
I know her ? 8 ler Thi 

Wor. Very well. | ior 

* Pin. 
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Plume. That's impoſſible 1 know no Woman 
that will hold out a ten Vear's Siege. | 

Vor. What think ye of Melinda ? | 

Plume. Melinda ! Why ſhe to Capitulate this 
time Twelve-month, and offered to Surrender upon 
honourable Terms ; and I advis'd you to propoſe a Set- 
tlement of five hundred Pounds a Year to her, before I 
went laſt abroad. | | 

Wer. I did, and ſhe hearken'd to it, defiring only 
one Week to conſider —— When, beyond her Hopes, 
the Town was reliev'd, and I forc'd to turn my Siege 
into a Blockade. 1 

Plume. Explain, explain. - 

War. My Lady Richly, her Aunt in Flintfire dies, 
and leaves her, at this critical Time, twenty thouſand 
Pounds. | 

Plume. Oh the Devil ! What a delicate Woman was 
there ſpoil'd ! But by the Rules of War now 
Worthy, Blockade was fooliſh —— Afer ſuch a Convoy 
of Proviſions was enter'd the Place, you could have no 


redoubled your Attacks, taken the Town by Storm, 
or have dy d upon the Breach. | J 

Wor. I did make one general Aſſault, and puſh'd it 
with all my Forces; but I was fo vigorouſly repuls'd; 
that deſpairing of ever gaining her for a Miſtreſs, I 
have alter d my Conduct, given my Addreſſes the 


Wife. | 

Plume. So as you grew Obſequious, ſhe grew Haugh- 
y; and becauſe you approach'd her as a Goddeſs, ſhe 
uw'd you like a Dog. 
Wor. Exactly. | 

Plume. "Tis the way of em all. Come, Vor- 
thy, your obſequious and diſtant Airs will never bring 
you together; you muſt not think to ſurmount her 


Defy Pride by your Humility : Wou'd you bring her to bet- 


ter Thoughts of you, ſhe muſt be reduc'd to a meaner 


lat I would do, ſhould be to lie with her Chamber» 
. g 11 maid, 


thought of reducing it by Famine ; you ſhould have 


obſequious and diſtant Turn, and court her now for a 


Opinion of herſelf. Let me ſee, the very firſt thing 


. 
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maid, and hire three or four Wenches in the Neigb. 
beurhood to report that I had got them with Child 
— Suppoſe we Lampoon'd all the pretty Women 
in Town, and left her out; or, what if we made 3 
Ball, and forgot to invite Her with one or two of the 
Uglieſt. | 

- Wer. Theſe wou'd be Mortifications, I muſt conſef; 
but we live in ſuch a preciſe, dull Place, that we can 
have no Balls, no Lampoons, no — _. 

Plame. What | no Baſtards! and fo many Recruit 
ing Officers. in Town! I thought 'twas a Maxim 2. 
mong them, to leave as many Recruits i in the Country 
as they carry'd out, 

Wor. No body doubts your good Will, noble Captain, 
in ſerving your Country with your beſt Blood, witne{s 
our Friend Molly at the Caſtle ; there have been Tag 
in Town about that Buſineſs, Captain. 

Pune. I hope Sylvia has not heard of it. 

Her. O, Sir, have you thought of her? N began to 
fancy you had forgot poor Sylvie, , _ - 

Plume. Your Affairs had quite put mine out of my 
Head. Tig true, Sylvia I had once agreed to go 
to Bed together, cou'd we have adjuſted Preliminaries; 
but ſhe wou'd have the Wedding before Conſumma- 
tion, as I was for Conſummation beſore the Wed- 
ding ; we cou'd not agree. She was a obſtinate 
Fool, and wou'd loſe her Maidenhead her own way, 
ſo ſhe may keep it for Plume. 


Wer. But do you intend to marry upon no other 
Conditions ? 


Plc. Your Pardon, Sir, I'll marry upon no Cor 
dition at all. If I ſhou'd, I am reſolv'd never to 
bind myſelf to a Woman for my whole Life, till | 
know whether I ſhall like her Company for half a 
Hour. - Suppoſe I marry'd a Woman that wanted! 
ſuch a thing might be, unleſs I examin' 
the Goods before hand - if People wou ou'd but tr) 


- one. another's Conſtitutions before they engag'd, ! 


would prevent all theſe Elopements, Divorces, and the 
* knows what. * 
or. 


* 
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Wer. Nay, for that matter, the Town did not ſtick 
to ſay, that | 
Plume. I hate Country-Towns for that Reaſon -—— 
if your Town has a diſhonourable Thought of Sylvia, 
it deſerves to be burnt to the Ground I love Sylvia, 
I admire her frank, generous Diſpoſition There's 
ſomething in that Girl more than Woman, her Sex is 
but a Foil to her. The Ingratitude, Diſſimul ition, 
Envy, Pride, Avarice, and Vanity of her Siſter Females, 
do but ſet off their Contraries in her — In ſhort, were 
[ once a General, I wou'd marry her. 

Wor. Faith, you have Reaſon for were you but 
a Corporal, ſhe wou'd marry you —— But my Melinda 
coquets it with every Fellow ſhe ſees Pl lay 
Fifty Pound ſhe makes Love to you. 
Plume. I'll lay you a Hundred that I return it, if ſke 
does——Look'e, Worthy, I'll Win her, and give her to 
you afterwards. t 
Wor. If you Win her, you ſhall Wear her, Faith; I 
wou'd not value the Conqueſt, withoyt the Credit of. 
the Victory. | 


J | 410. "Rater De... 

" WY £it-. Captain, Captain, a Word in your Ear. 

* Plume. You may ſpeak out, here are none but 
d. Friends. N 


Kite. You know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort 
the good Woman in the Straw, Mrs. Molly my 
Wife, Mr. Worthy. ö 

Vor. O ho! very well, I wiſh you Joy, Mr. Kite. 

Kite. Your Worſhip very well may —— for I have 
„ee both a Wife and Child in half an Hour — Bat as 
las faying — You ſent me to comfort Mrs. Melly 
iy Wife I mean But what d'ye think, 

sr? She was better comforted before I came. 
\ I Plume. As how! | * 
wy T Why, Sir, a Footman in a blue Livery had 

5 ght her ten Guineas to buy her Baby Clothes. 
1 ow. Wie, in the Name of Wonder cou'd ſend 
. * . 
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Kite. Nay, Sir, I muſt whiſper that —— Mrs, $;. 
dia. I hiſpers, 
Plume. Sylvia ! Generous Creature! 
Wer. Sylvia Impoſſible 
Kite. Here are the Guineas, Sir, — I took the 
Gold as Part of my Wife's Portion. Nay, farther, Sir, 
ſhe ſeat Word the Child ſhould be taken all imaginable 
care of, and that ſhe intended to ſtand Godmother. 
"The ſame Footman, as I was coming to you with this 
News, call'd after me, and told me, that his Lady 
wou'd ſpeak with me — I went, and upon hearing 
that you were come to Town, ſhe gave me half 2 
Guinea for the News; and order'd me to tell you, that 
Juſtice Ballance, her Father, who is juſt come out of 
the Country, would be glad to ſee you. 
Plume. There's a Girl for you, Worthy-—— Is there 
any thing of Woman in this? No, tis noble, gene. 
rous, manly Friendſhip ; ſhew me another Woman that 
wou'd- loſe an Inch of her Prerogative that way, with. 
out Tears, Fits and Reproaches. The common |ealou 
ſy of her Sex, which is nothing but their Avarice df 
Pleaſure, ſhe deſpiſes; and can part with the Lover, 
tho' ſhe dies for the Man Come, Worthy —— 
Where's the beſt Wine? For there I'll quarter. 
Hor. Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Barcelo, 
which I wou'd not let him pierce before, becauſe [ 
zelerv'd the Maidenhead of it for your Welcome t 
Town. 419 
© Plume. Let's away then — Mr. Kite, go to the 
Lady with my humble Service, and tell her, I ſlul 
only refreſh a little, and wait upon her. 
Wor. Hold, Kite, — have you ſeen the other Re 


ctuiting Captain? 
ie, No, Sir, I'd have you to know I don't kety 
ſuch Company | 


Plume. Another | Who is he ? 
Vier. My Rival in the firſt place, and the moſt un- 


accountable Fellow but I'll tell you more 
We go. 2 ——_— 
*$Y* SCE NE 


fron 


un · 


u. 


The Recruiting Officer. 


SCENE, An Apartment. 


Melinda and Sylvia meeting. 

Mel. Welcome to Town, Couſin Sylvia, [ Salute.) I 
envy'd you your Retreat in the Country; for Shrew/- 
bury, methinks, and all your Heads of Shires, are the 
moſt irregular Places for living; here we have Smoak, 
Noiſe, Scandal, Affectation, and Pretenſion; in ſhort, 
every think to give the Spleen — and nothing to di- 


vert it — then the Air is intolerable. 


Sl. O Madam! I have heard the Town commended 
for its Air. | 

Mel. But you don't confider, Sy/via, how long I have 
lived in't! for I can aſſure you, that to a Lady, the 
leaſt nice in her Conſtitution —— no Air can be good 
above half a Year. Change of Air, I take to be the 
moſt agreeable of any Variety in Life. 

Sy/. As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are ſeveral 
forts of Airs. | 
Mel. Pſha! I talk only of the Air we breathe, or 
more properly of that we taſte —— — Have not you, 
Slxia, found a vaſt difference in the Taſte of Airs? 

.. Pray, Couſin, are not Vapours a fort of Air? 
taſte Air ! you might as well tell me, I may feed upon 
Air : But prithee, my dear Melinga, don't put on ſuch 
an Air to me. Your Education and mine were juſt 
the fame ; and I remember the time when we never 
troubled our Heads about Air, but when the ſharp Air 
from the Web Mountains made our Fingers ake in a 
cold Morning at the Boarding-School. \| 

Mel. Our Education, Couſin, was the ſame, but our 
Temperaments had nothing alike ; you have the Con- 
ſtitution of an Horſe. 

Hl. So far as to be troubled with neither Spletn, 
Cholick, nor Vapours; I need no Salts for my Sto- 
mach, no Harts-horn for my Head, nor Waſh for 
my Complexion. I can gallop all the Morning after 
the Hunting-horn, and all the Evening after a Fid- 
dle. In ſhort, I can do every thing wich my Father, 


7 but 
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but drink, and ſhoot flying ; and I'm ſure I can do 
exery thing my.Mother cou'd, were I put to the Trial. 

Mel. You are in a fair way of beiug put to't ; for I 
am told your Captain is come to Town. 

Hl. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and I'll take Care he 
ſha'n't go without a Companion. 

Mel. You are certainly mad, Couſin. ' 

Sy. And there's a Pleaſure ſure 
I Tn being mad, which none but Madmen know. 
Mel. Thou poor Romantick Qui xo: Haſt thou 
the Vanity to imagine, that a young ſprightly Officer, 
that rambles o'er half the Globe in half a Year, can 
confine his Thoughts to the little Daughter of a Country 
Juſtice, in an obſcure Part of the World ? 

Sl. Pſha ! what care I for his Thoughts; I ſhou'd 
not like a Man with confin'd Thoaghts, it ſhews a 
 Narrowneſs of Soul. Conſtancy is but a dull ſleepy 

Quality at beſt, they will hardly admit it among the 
manly Virtues ; nor do I think it deſerves a place with 
Bravery, Knowledge, Policy, Juſtice, and ſome other 
Qualities that are proper to that noble Sex. In ſhort, 
Melinda, I think a Petticoat a mighty fimple thing, 
and I am heartily tird of my Sex. 

Mel. That is, you are tir'd of an Appendix to our 
Sex, that you can't ſo handſomely rid of in Petti- 
coats, as if you were in Breeches —— O' my Conſci- 
ence, Sylvia, hadit thou been a Man, thou hadſt been 
the greateſt Rake in Chriſtendom. 

Sl. T ſhou'd have endeavour'd to know the World, 
which a Man can never do throughly, without half 2 
hundred Friendſhips, and as many Amours ; but now 
I think on't, how ſtands your Affair with Mr. Warthy ? 

Mel. He's my Averſion. 

Hl. Vapours ! 

Mel. What do you ſay, Madam? 

S.. I fay, that you ſhould not uſe that honeſt Fellow 
fo inhumanly. He's a Gentleman of Parts and Fortune; 
and beſides that, he's my Plume's Friend, and by all 
that's facred, if you don't uſe him better, I ſhall expect 


Mel. 
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Mel. Satisfaction! you begin to fancy your ſelf in 
Breeches in good earneſt But to be plain with 
you, I like Worthy the worſe for being ſo intimate 
with your Captain, for I take him to be a looſe, idle, 
unmannerly Coxcomb. | 

Hl. O, Madam! you never ſaw him, perhaps, ſince 
you were Miſtreſs of twenty thouſand Pound ; you only 
knew him when you were capitulating with Worthy 
for a Settlement, which perhaps might encourage him 
to be a little looſe, and unmannerly with you. 

Mel. What do you mean, Madam ? 

S/. My Meaning needs no Interpretation, Madam. 

Mel. Better it had, Madam; for methinks you are 
too plain. | 


your Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the full. 

Mel. Were I ſure of that, I wou'd be glad to take 
up with a*Rakehelly Officer as you do. 

Sy. Again! Look'e, Madam, you're in your own 
Houſe. 

Mel. And if you had kept in your's, I ſhon'd have 
excus'd you. | | 

Hl. Don't be troubled, Madam, I ſhan't defire to 
have my Viſu return'd. 

Mel. The ſooner therefore you make an End of this, 
the better. , 

Sl. I am eafily perſuaded to follow my Inclinations, 
and ſo, Madam, your humble Servant. Exit. 

Mel. Saucy thing ! 


Enter Lucy, | 

Luc. What's the Matter, Madam? 455 

Mel. Did you not ſee the proud Nothing, how ſhe 
ſwell'd upon the Arrival of her Fellow. 

Luc, Her Fellow has not been long enough arriv'd 
to occaſion any great Swelling, Madam; I don't be- 
lieye the has ſeen him yet, 

Mel. Nor ſhan't if I can help it — Let me ſee 
I have it —— Bring me Pen and Ink — hold, II 
do write in my Cloſet. 

I's Lac. 


/. If you mean the Plainneſs of my Perſon, I think 
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Tac. An Anſwer to this Letter, I hope, Madan 2 cc 

| . [ Preſents a Letter, ay 

Mel. Who ſent it? B 

Luc. Vour Captain, Madam. 

Mel. 1 a Fool, and I'm tir'd of lim, ſend it back ar 

. N ; | 0 

Luc. The Meſſenger's gone, Madam. a 
Mel. Then how ſhou'd I fend an Anſwer ? Call him 

back immediately, while I go write. [Exeunt, M 

The End of the f ACT. ter 
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ACT II. - 

SCENE, An Apartment. m 

| 

Enter F uftice Ballance and Plume. yy 

of 2 

Ball. 1 Ook'e, Captain, give us but Blood for our Mo like 

ney, and you ſhan't want Men. I remen- 1 

ber that for ſome Years of the laſt War, we had no Fri 

Blood, no Wounds, but in the Officers Mouths; nothing 1 

for our Millions but News-Papers not worth a Reading 7 

—— Our Army did nothing but play at Priſon-Baſe, and Sir, 

hide and ſeek with the Enemy; but now ye have brought 5 

us Colours, and Standards, and Priſoners — Ad's my you 

Life, Captain, get us but another Marſhal of France, and thee 

I'll go myſelf for a Soldier have 

Plume. Pray, Mr. Ballance, how does your fair hope 

Daughter ? Nl and 

Ball. Ab, Captain ! what is my Daughter to a Mar tes 

ſhal of France! We're upon a nobler Subject, I want to Pour 
have a particular Deſcription of the Battle of Hockftt. 
Plume. The Battle, Sir, was a very pretty Batt 

as any one ſhou'd defire to ſee, but we were all © 5 dy 

intent upon Victory, that we never minded the Bat- OS 


tle : All that I know of the Matter, is, our General 
com- 
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commanded us to beat the French, and we did ſo 5 
and if he pleaſes but to ſay the Word, we'll do it agen- 
But pray, Sir, how does Mrs. via? 

Ball. Still upon Sy{via ! For ſhame, Captain, you 
are engag d already, wedded to the War; Victory is 
your Mittreſs, and 'tis below a Soldier to think of any 


other. 
Plume. As a Miſtreſs, I confeſs ; but as a Friend, 
Mr. Ballance 


Ball. Come, come, Captain, never mince the Mat- 
ter, wou'd not you debauch my Daughter, if you 
cou'd ? 

Plume. How, Sir ! I hope ſhe's not to be debauch'd. 

Ball. Faith, but ſhe is, Sir; and any Woman in 
England of her Age and Complexion, by a Man of 
your Youth and Vigour. Look'e, Captain, once I 
was young, and once an Officer as. you are; and I 
can gueſs at your Thoughts now, by what mine were 
then ; and I remember very well, that I wou'd have 
given one of my Legs to have deluded the Daughter 
of an old Country Gentleman, as like me as I was then 
like you. | 

Plume. But, Sir, was that Country Gent'eman ycur 
Friend and BenefaQor ? 

Ball. Not much of that. : 
: Hows There the Compariſon breaks ; the Favours, 

ir, that 

Ball. Pho, pho, I hate ſet Speeches ; if I have done 
you any Service, Captain, twas to pleaſe myſelf; I love 
thee, and if I could part with my Girl, you ſhou'd 
have her as ſoon as any young Fellow I know : But I 
hope you have more Honour than to quit the Service, 
and ſhe more Prudence than to follow the Camp; but 
ſhe's at her own Diſpoſal, ſhe has fifteen hundred 
Pound in her Pocket, and ſo—Sy/via, Sylvia. [Calls. 


Enter Sylvia. | 


4 


Sy]. There are ſome Letters, Sir, come by the Poſt 
from Londor, I left them upon the Table in your Clo- 


Ball. 
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Ball. And here is a Gentleman from Germany. [ Pre. 

ſents Plume to Ber.] Captain you'll excuſe me, 1'l! go 

and read my Letters and wait on you. [Exit, 
Sy. Sir, you are welcome to England. 

Plume. You are indebted to me a Welcome, Ma- 


dam, fince the Hopes of receiving it from this fair 
9 was the principal Cauſe of my ſeeing Eng- 


$y1. I have often heard, that Soldiers were fincere, 
ſhall I venture to believe publick Report ? 
* Plume. You may, when tis back'd by private In- 


ſurance; for I ſwear, Madam, by the Honour of my 


Proſeſſion, that whatever Dangers I went upon, it 
was with the Hope of making myſelf more worthy 
of your Eſteem ; and if ever I had Thoughts of pre- 
ferving my Life, 'twas for the Pleaſure of dying at 
your Feet. | 

Hl. Well, well, you ſhall die at my Feet, or where 
you will ; but you know, Sir, there is a certain Will 
and Teſtament to be made before-hand. 
Plume. My Will, Madam, is made already, and there 
it is ; and if you pleaſe to open the Parchment, which 
was drawn the Evening before the Battle of Blenheim, 
you will find whom I left my Heir. 
Sl. Mrs, Sylvia Ballance, [Opens the Will and reads. 


Well, Captain, this is a handſome and a ſubſtantial Com- 


t; but I can aſſure you, I am much better 
pleaſed with the bare Knowledge of your Intention, 
than I ſhou'd have been in the Poſſeſſion of your Ie 
gacy : But methinks, Sir, you ſhou'd have left ſome- 
thing to your little Boy at the Caſtle. 

Plume. That's home, [ Aſide.] My little Boy! Lack- 
2 day, Madam, that alone may convince you 'twas none 


of mine; why the Girl, Madam, is my Serjeant's Wife, 


and fo the poor Creature gave out that I was Father, 
in hopes that my Friends might ſupport her in Caſe of 


Neceſſity. — That was all, Madam — My Boy 5 


No, no, no. 


Zrie- 
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Enter a Servant. | | 
Ser. Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd ſome ill News 
from London, and defires to ſpeak with you immedi- 
ately, and he begs the Captain's Pardon, that he can't 
wait on him as he promis'd. 
Plume. III News! Heavens avert it, nothing could 
touch me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy 
Gentleman afflicted: I'll leave you to comfort him, and 
be afſur'd, that if my Life and Fortune can be any 
way ſerviceable to the Father of my Sy/via, he ſhall 
freely command both. 
Sy/. The Neceſſity muſt be very prefling, that 
would engage me to endanger either. 


[Exeunt /everally. 
SCENE, Another Apartment. 


Enter Ballance and Sylvia. 

Sy. Whilſt there is Liſe, there is Hope, Sir? per- 
haps my Brother may recover. 

Ball. We have but little Reaſon to expect it; Doc- 
tor Killnan acquaints me here, that before this comes 
to my Hands, he fears I ſhall have no Son Poor 
Oren ! But the Decree is juſt, I was pleas'd 
with the Death of my Father, becauſe he left me an 
Eſtate, and now I am puniſh'd with the Loſs of an 
Heir to inherit mine; I muſt now look upon you as the 
only Hopes of my Family, and I expect that the Aug- 
mentation of your Fortune will give you freſh Thoughts, 
and new Proſpects. | 
þ Hl. My Deſire of being punctual in my Obedience, 

* that you would be plain in your Commands, 
Sir. 

Ball. The Death of your Brother makes you ſole 
| Heireſs to my Eſtate, which you know is about twelve 
; «hundred Pounds a Year : This Fortune gives you a fair 

Caim to Quality, and a Title; you muſt ſet a juſt Va- 


lue upon your ſelf, and in plain Terms, think no more 
of Captain Plume. 


own wy, w» NW 


Syl. 
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I You have often commended the Gentleman, 
Ball. And I do ſo ſtill, he's a very pretty Fellow; but 
tho' I lik'd him well enough for a bare Son- in- law, 1 
don't approve of him for an Heir to my Eſtate and 
Family; fifteen hundred Pounds indeed I might truſt 
in his Hands, and it might do the young Fellow a 
Kindneſs, but, ods my Life, twelve hundred 
Pound a Year wou'd ruin him, quite turn his Brain : 
A Captain of Foot worth twelve hundred Pounds a 
Year ! 'Tis a Prodigy in Nature: Beſides this, I have 
five or fix thouſand Pounds in Woods upon my Eſtate. 
Oh! that wou'd make him ſtark mad: For you muſt 
know, that all Captains have a mighty Averſion to 
Timber, they can't endure to fee Trees ſtanding : 
Then I ſhou'd have ſome Rogue of a Builder, by the 
help of his damn'd Magick Art, transform my noble 
and Elms into Corniſhes, Portals, Saſhes, Birds, 
Beafts and Devils, to adorn ſome magotty, new- 
faſhion'd Bauble upon the Thames ; and then I ſhou'd 
have a Dog of a Gardener bring a Habeas Corpus for 
my Terra firma, remove it to Che/ſea, or Twittenham, 
and clap it into Graſs-Plats, and Gravel Walks. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Sir, here's one with a Letter below for your 
Worſhip, but he will deliver it into no hands but your 
own. 
Ball. Come, ſhew me the Meſſenger. 
[Exit with Servant. 
Sy. Make the Diſpute between Love and Duty, and 
I am Prince Prettyman exactly. If my Brother 
dies, ah poor Brother ! If he lives, ah poor Siſter ! 
. *Tis bad both Ways; I'll try it again, —— Follow 
my own Inclinations, and break my Father's Heart ; 
or obey his Commands, and break my own; worle 
and worſe. Suppoſe I take it thus ? A moderate For- 
tune, a pretty Fellow and a Pad; or a fine Eſtate, 2 


Coach 


— 


SEO 8 99958 


The Recruiting Officer. 27 
Coach and Six, and an Aſs —— That will never do 
neither. 


Enter Fuftice Ballance and a Servant. 

Ball. Put four Horſes to the Coach. [To à Servant, 
aubo goes out.) Ho, Sylvia. 

Syl. Sir. 

Ball. How old were you when your Mother dy'd ? 

Hl. So young, that I don't remember I ever had 
one; and you have been ſo careful, ſo indulgent to 
me fince, that indeed I never wanted one. 

Ball. Have I ever deny'd you any thing you ask'd 
of me? 

Hl. Never that I remember. 


Ball. Then, Sykvia, I muſt beg that once in your 


'Life you wou'd grant me a Favour. 


Syl. Why ſhou'd you queſtion it, Sir. 

Ball. I don't, but I wou'd rather counſel than com- 
mand; I don't propoſe this with the Authority of a 
Parent, but as the Advice of your Friend; that you 
wou'd take the Coach this Moment, and go into the 
Country. | 

H.. Does this Advice, Sir, proceed from the Con- 
tents of the Letter you receiv'd juſt now ? 

Ball. No matter, I will be with you in three or 
four Days, and then give you my Reaſons. But 


before you go, I expect you will make me one ſolemn 
Promiſe. 


Sy]. Propoſe the Thing, Sir. 

Ball. That you will never diſpoſe of your ſelf to 
any Man, without my Conſent. 

H.. I promiſe. : 

Ball. Very well, and to be even with you, I pro- 
miſe I never will diſpoſe of you without your own 
Conſent, and ſo, Sylvia, the Coach is ready; farewell. 
[Leads her to the Door, and returns.] Now ſhe's gone, 
Til examine le 
x 1 ; U L 
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SIR, 

MT. Intimacy with Mr. Worthy has drawn a Secret 

from bim, that be had from his Friend Captain 
Plume; and my Friendſbip and Relation to your Family, 
oblige me to give you timely Notice of it : The Captain 
has diſhonourable Defigns upon my Couſin Sylvia. Evil; 
of this Nature are more eafily prevented than amended, 
and that you wou'd immediately ſend my Couſin into the 
Country, is the Advice of, | $8 


Sir, your humble Servant, 


MELINDA. 


Why the Devil's in the young Fellows of this Age, 
they are ten times worſe than they were in my Time ; 
had he made my Daughter a Whore, and forſwore it 
like a Gentleman, I cou'd have almoſt pardon'd it; 
but to tell Tales before-hand is monſtrous Hang 
it, I can fetch down a Woodcock or a Snipe, and why 
not a Hat and Feather? I have a Caſe of good Piſtols, 
and have a good mind to try. 


| Enter Worthy. 

Worthy ! Your Servant. | 
Wer. I'm forry, Sir, to be the Meſſenger of ill News. 
Ball. I apprehend it, Sir, you have heard that my 

Son Orwwer is paſt Recovery. 

' Wor. My Letters fay he's dead, Sir. 

Ball. He's happy, and I'm ſatisfy d: The Strokes of 
Heaven I can bear; but Injuries from Men, Mr. Mor- 
thy, are not ſo eaſily ſupported. 

Mor. I hope, Sir you're under no Apprehenſion of 

Wrong from any Body. 

Ball. You know 1 _ to be. | 

Wor. You wrong my Honour, in believing I cou'd 


know any thing to your Prejudice, without reſenting 
it as much as you ſhou'd. 


Ball, 
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Ball. This Letter, Sir, which I tear in pieces to 
conceal the Perſon that ſent it, informs me, that P/ume 
has a Deſign upon Sylvia, and that you are privy 
to t. 

Wor. Nay then, Sir, I muſt do myſelf Juſtice, and 
endeavour to find out the Author, (Takes wþ a Bit. 
Sir, I know the Hand, and if you refuſe to diſcover 
the Contents, Melinda ſhall tell me. (Going. 

Ball. Hold, Sir, the Contents I have told you al- 
ready, only with this Circumſtance, that her Intimacy 
with Mr. Worthy had drawn the Secret from him. 

Wer. Her Intimacy with me! Dear Sir, let me pick 
up the Pieces of this Letter; *twill give me ſuch a hank 
upon her Pride, to have her own an Intimacy under 
her Hand: This was the luckieſt Accident! (Gathering 
up the Letter.) The Aſperſion, Sir, was nothing but 
Malice, the Effe& of a little Quarrel between her and 
Mrs. Sylvia. 

Ball. Are you ſure of that, Sir? 

Wer. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtory of part of the 
Battle, juſt now, as ſhe over-heard it. But I hope, Sir, 
your Daughter has ſuffer'd nothing upon the account. 

Ball. No, no, poor Girl, ſhe's ſo afflicted with the 
News of her Brother's Death, that to avoid Company, 
ſhe begg'd leave to be gone into the Country. 

Wer. And is ſhe gone ? | 

Ball. I cou'd not refuſe her, ſhe was ſo prefling ; 
$, the Coach went from the Door the Minute before you 
ly Wh came. 

Wor. So preſſing to be gone, Sir | 


— r 9 ö 


I find her 
Fortune will give her the ſame Airs with Melinda, and 
of then Plume and I may laugh at one another. 
2 Ball. Like enough, Women are as ſubject to Pride 
as Men are; and why mayn't great Women, as well as 
great Men, forget their old Acquaintance? — — But 
come, -where's this young Fellow? I love him fo well, 
it would break the Heart of me to think him a Raſ- 
cal I'm glad my Daughter's gone fairly off tho. 
Ade.) Where's does the Captain quarter ? 
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War. At Horton's; I am to meet him there two 
Hours hence, and we ſhould be glad of your Com. 


y. 

Ball. Your Pardon, dear Worthy, I muſt allow a Day 
or two to the Death of my Son: The Decorum of 
Mourning is what we owe the World, becauſe they 
pay it to us. Afterwards, I'm yours over a Bottle, 
or how you will. 

Ver Sir, I'm your humble Servant. 
[Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE, the Street. 


' Enter Kite, with Coſtar Pear-main in one hand, and 
Thomas Apple tree in the other, drunk —— 


Kite ſings. 
Our Prentice Tom may now refuſe 
To wipe his Scoundrel Maſter's Shoes; 
For now be's free to fing and play, 
Over the Hills and far away —— Over, &c. , 
[The Mob fings the Chorus. 


We: Hall lead more happy Lives, 

By getting rid of Brats and Wiwves, © 

That ſeold and brawl both Night and Day, 
Over the Hills, and far away — Over, &c. 


Kite. Hey Boys! Thus we Soldiers live ! drink, fing, 
dance, play: We live, as one ſhou'd ſay we live 
— — di in poſſible to tell how we live We 
are all Princes ——— Why —— why, you are a King 
— You are an Emperor, and I'm a Prince —— 
NOW —— an't We —— 

Tho. No, Serjeant, I'll be no Emperor. 

Kite. No! 43 
The. No, I'll be a Juſtice of Peace. 
Kite. A Juſtice-of Peace, Man ! 
The. Ay, wauns will I; for fince this Preſſing-· Ad, 


they are greater than any Emperor under the Sun. 


Kite. 


le. 
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Kite. Done: You are a Juſtice of Peace, and you are 
a King, and I am a Duke, and a rum Duke, a'n't 17 

Coft. Ay, but Ill be no King. 

Kite, What then? 

Coft. T'll be a Queen. 

Kite. A Queen! 

Coſt. Ay, Queen of England, that's greater than 
any King of 'em all. | 

Kue. Bravely ſaid, faith; Huzza for the Queen. 
[Huzza J] But heark'e, you, Mr. Juſtice, and you, 
Mr. Queen, did you never ſee the Queen's Picture? 

Both. No, no, no. 5 
Kite. I wonder at that; I have two of em ſet in 
Gold, and as like her Majeſty, God bleſs the Mark. 
See here, they are ſet in Gold, | Takes two Broad-Pieces 

out of his Pocket, gives one to each. 

The. The wonderful Works of Nature! ¶ Looking 

| at it. 

Co. What's this written about? Here's a Poſy, I 
believe, Ca· ro- lu — What's that, Serjeant ? | 

Kite. O] Carolus ? ———— Why, Carolus is Latin 
for Queen Anne ; that's all. 

Cf. Tis a fine thing to be a Scollard Ser- 
jeant, will you part with this? I'll buy it on you, if 
it come within the Compaſs of a Crown. 

Kite. A Crown! never talk of buying; tis the 
ſame thing among Friends, you know; I'll preſent 
them to ye both: you ſhall give me as good a thing. 
Put em up, and remember your old Friend, when 1 
am over the Hills, and far away. | 


[They fing, and put up the Monty. | 


Enter Plume fanging. 
Plume. Over the Hills, and over the Main, 
To Flanders, Portugal, or Spain : 
We Queen commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the Hill, and far away. 


Come on my Men of Mirth, away with it, I'll make 
one among ye: Who are theſe hearty Lads ? 


Kite. 
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Kite. Off with your Hats; Ounds off with your 
Hats : This is the Captain, the Captain. 

Tho. We have ſeen Captains afore now, Mun. 

Coft. Ay, and Lieutenant Captains too; &fleſh, Tl 

on my Nab. 

Tho. And I'ſe ſcarcely d'off mine for any Captain | in 
England: My Vether's a Freeholder. | 

Plume. Who are theſe jolly Lads, Serjeant ? 

Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows that are 
willing to ſerve the Queen: I have entertain'd 'em juſt 
now, as Volunteers, under your Honour's Command. 

Plume. And good Entertainment they ſhall have: 
Volunteers are the Men I want, thoſe are the Men fit 
to make Soldiers, Captains, Generals. 

Tho. Wounds, Tummas, what's this ! are you liſted? 

Coft. Fleſh! not I: . 


The. Wounds, not | 
Kite. What ae lied! ha, ha, has a very goo 
_ Pfaith. 
Come, Tummas, we we'll go home. 


Ax. ay, come. 

Tie. Home! for ſhame, Gentlemen, behave your 
ſelves better before your Captain : Dear Tummas, ho- 

neſt Car. 

Tho. No, no, we'll be gone. | 

Kite. Nay, then, I command you to flay : [la 
you both Centinels in this Place, for two Hours, to 
watch the Motion of St. Mary's Clock, you; and you 
the Motion of St. Chad's: And he that dares ſtir from 
his Poſt, till he be reliev'd, ſhall have my Sword in his 
Guts the next Minute. 

Plume. What's the matter, Serjeant ? I'm afraid you 
are too rough with theſe Gentlemen. 

- Kite. Tm too mild, Sir! They diſobey Command, 
Sir, and one of 'em ſhou'd be ſhot for an Example to 
the other. 

Coft. Shot, Tummas ? x 

Plume. Come, Gentlemen, what's the matter? 


P 
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Tho. We don't ' know ! the noble Serjeant is pleas'd 
to be in a Paſſion, Sir, — but 
Kite. They diſobey Command, they deny their be- 
ing liſted.” | 
5 Nay, Serjeant, we don't downright deny it 
neither; that we dare not do, for fear of being ſhot; 
But we humbly conceive, in a civil way, and begging 
your Worſhip's Pardon, that we may go home. | 
Plume. That's eaſily known ; have either of you re- 
ceiv'd any of the Queen's Money? 
Coft. Not a Braſs Farthing, Sir. | 
Kite. Sir, they have each of them receiv'd three 
and twenty Shillings and fix Pence, and 'tis now in 
their Pockets. 
Cot. Wounds, if I have a Penny in my Pocket but 


a bent Six- pence, I'll be content to be liſted, and ſhot 
into the 


The. And I; look ye here, Sir. 
Coft. Nothing but the Queen's Picture, that the Ser- 
jeant gave me juſt now. 

Kite. See there, a Broad-piece, three and twenty 
Shillings and Six- -pence ; bother has the Fellow on't. 

Plame. The Caſe is plain, Gentlemen, the Goods are 
found upon you : Thoſe Pieces of Gold are worth Three 
and Twenty and Six- pence each. 


Coft. So it ſeems, that Carulus is Three and Twenty | 
* 


The, Tis the ſame thing in Greek, for we are liſt 


Cop. Fleſh ! but we a'n't, Tummas: I deſire to be 
% Wh carry'd before the Mayor, Captain. 

[ Captain and Serjeant wi tbe ewhile. 
Plume. Twill never do, Kite— — damn'd 
Tricks will ruin me at laſt — I won't loſe the 
Fellows tho, if I can help it Well, Gentle» 
men, there muſt be ſome Trick in this; my Serjeant 

ofters to take his Oath that you are fairly liſted. 
To. Why, Captain, we know that you a Soldiers have 
more Liberty of Conſcience than other Folks ; but for 


ine, 
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me, or Neighbour Cefar here, to take ſuch an Oath, 

twou'd be downright Perjuration. i f fin 
Plume. Look'e, Raſcal, you Villain, if I find that | 


you have impos d upon theſe two honeſt Fellows, [11 Mi 
trample you to Death, you Dog Come, how 
was®'t ? you 


. Tho. Nay then, we'll ſpeak ; your Serjeant, as you I ** 
ſay, is a Rogue, an't like your Worſhip, beggin has 
Worſhip's Pardon — and e POS 

—_ Nay, Tummas, let me f 


peak; you know! afte 


can —— And ſo, Sir, he gave us thoſe two of y 
Pieces of Money for Pictures of the Queen, by way of C 
a Preſent. | a Sh 


Plume. How by way of a Preſent! The Son of 1 
a Whore ! I'll teach him to abuſe honeſt Fellows, like i 
you ! Scoundrel, Rogue, Villain K 
1 [Beats off the Serjeant, and folk, 7 

Both. O brave noble Captain! Huzza ! a brave Cap- 
tain, mich. | 8 


Cofl. Now Tummas, Carolus is Latin for a Beating : Sivet 
This is the braveſt Captain I ever ſaw .- Wound . Pour 
I have a Month's Mind to go with him. 18 

| Enter Plume. du 

Plume. A Dog, to abuſe two ſuch honeſt Fellows 2. Th 
you —————Look'e Gentlemen, I love a pretty Fel. 2 
low, I come among you as an Officer 10 lift Soldier, f C ** 
not as a Kidnapper, to ſteal Slaves. 2 

Coft. Mind that, Tummas. dae 

Plume. I defire no Man to go with me, but #1 1 
went myſelf: I went a Volunteer, as you, or you, may ly 

do; fora little time carry'd a Musket, and now I eon: 4 et 
mand a Company. | Þ L 
© The. Mind that, Coftar : A ſweet Gentleman. 0 

Plume. "Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an Ad. 51 
vantage of you; the Queen's Money was in your 22% 
Pockets, my Serjeant was ready to take his Oath you Ph 
were liſted ; but I ſcorn to do a baſe thing, you are bo H e f 


of you at your Liberty. 


« ff 
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Coft. Thank you, noble Captain J- cod, I can't 
find in my Heart to leave him, he talks fo finely. 

The. Ay, Coftar, wou'd he always hold in this 


Plume. Come, my Lads, one thing more Tl! tell 
you: You're both young tight Fellows, and the Army 
is the Place to make you Men for ever: Every Man 
has his Lot, and you have yours : What think you now 
of a Purſe of French Gold out of a Monſieur's Pocket, 
after you have-daſh'd out his Brains with the But-End _ 
of your Firelock ? eh ! . * 1 

Coft. Wauns! IT'II have it. Captain give me 
a Shilling, I'll follow you to the end of the World. 

Tho. Nay, dear Cefar, dona; be advis'd. | 
Plume. Here, my Hero, here are two Guineas for 
thee, as Earneſt of what I'll do farther for thee. 

Tho, Do'na take it, do'na, dear Coftar. 

[ Cries, and pulls back his Arm. 

CH. I wall ——T wall Waunds, my Mind 
gives me that I ſhall be a Captain myſelf I take 
your Money, Sir, and now I am a Gentleman. , 

Plume. Give me thy Hand, and now you and I 
will travel the World o'er, and command it where- 
ever we tread Bring your Friend with you if 
you can. | [ 4fede. 

Coft. Well, Tummas, muſt we part ? ; 

The. No, Cofiar, I canno leave thee —— Come, 
Captain, I'll een go along too; and if you have two 

honeſter ſimpler Lads in your Company, than we two 
have been, I'll ſay no more. \\ 
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Plume. Here, my Lad, [Gives him Money.) Now 
your Name ? a 
Do. Tummas Appletree. 

Plume. And yours ? 

Coft. Coftar Pearmain. 

Plume. Well ſaid Coftar ! Born where? 

The. Both in Herefordhire. 

Plume. Very well; Courage, my Lads Now 
well ſing, Over the Hills, and far away. 


Courage, 
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| Courage, Boys, tis one to Ten 
But wwe return all Gentlemen; 
While Conquering Colours wwe diſplay, 
Over the Hills and far away. 
Kite, take care of em. 


Enter Kite. 
Lite. An't you a Couple of pretty Fellows now ! Here 
plain'd to the Captain, I am to be turn'd 


you have com 
out, and one of you will be Serjeant. But in the mean 
time, march you Sons of Whores. [ Beats en off, 


"IT The End of the ſecond ACT. 1 
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| 'ACT, m. x 

SCENE, The Market- Place. * 
Enter Plume and Worthy. 


Wor. I Cannot forbear admiring the Equality of our u . 

I Fortunes: We lov'd two Ladies, they met u ” 
half way, and juſt as we were upon the point of leaping F 
into their Arms, Fortune drops into. their Laps, Pride 
poſſeſſes their Hearts, a Maggot fills their Heads, Mad. 7 
neſs takes em by the Tails ; they ſnort, kick up thei P 
Heels, and away they run. p 
Plume. And leave us here to mourn upon the Short Wl felt. 
A couple of poor melancholy Monſters — PR, 


What ſhall we de? I 
Wer. Ihaveatrick for mine; the Letter, you kn, il p, 
and the Fortune teller. | 
Plume. And I have a trick for mine. Ry 
Wor. What is't? | D fi 
TED never think of her again. 4 
Wor. No | 
Plume. No; I think myſelf above adminiſtring 0 12 7 
the Pride of any Woman, were ſhe worth Tee 5% 
thouſand a Year; and I ha'n't the Vanity to belies Roſe 


I ſhall ever gain a Lady worth Twelve — 
4 
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The generous good -natur'd S,, in her Smock, I 
admire; but the haughty, ſcornful Sylvia, with her 
Fortune, I deſpiſe What ſneak out of Town, 
and not ſo much as a Word, a Line, a Complement, 
'Sdeath ! how far off does ſhe live? I'll go 
and break her Windows. | | 
Mor. Ha, ha, ha! ay, and the Window-Bars too, 
to come at her Come, come, Friend, no more 
of your rough military Airs. 


Enter Kite. | 255 
Kite. Captain, Captain, Sir! look yonder, ſhe's a 
coming this way: "Tis the prettieſt, cleaneſt, little Tit 
Plume. Now Worthy, to ſhew you how much I am 
in love; here ſhe comes: But Kite, what is that 
great Country-Fellow with her? 
Kite. I can't tell, Sir. 


Enter Roſe, follow'd by her Brother Bullock, with 
Chickens on her Arm in a Basket. | 
Ree. Buy Chickens, young and tender Chickens, 
young and tender Chickens. 8 
Plume. Here, you Chickens ! 
Roſe. Who calls? 
Plume. Come hither, pretty Maid. 
Roe. Will you pleaſe to buy, Sir? 
Mor. Yes Child, we'll both buy. 
Plume. Nay, Worthy, that's not fair, market for your 
hore i {elf — Come, Child, I'll buy all you have. | 
Reſe. Then all I have is at your Service. [Court ies. 
Mor. Then muſt I ſhift for myſelf, I find. [ Ræit. 
Plume. Let me ſee ; young and tender, you ſay- 
[ Chucks her under the Chin. 
Roſe. As ever you taſted in your Life, Sir. 
Plume. Come, I muſt examine your Basket to the 
bottom, my Dear. 
| Roſe. Nay, for that matter, put in your Hand; feel, 
vir; I warrant my Ware as good as any in the Market. 
Plume. And I'll buy it all, Child, were it ten times more. 
Refe. Sir, I can furniſh you. 
Vol. II. K Plume. 
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Plume. Come then, we won't quarrel about the 
Price, they're fine Birds —— Pray what's your Name, 
pretty Creature ? 
* Roſe. Roſe, Sir: My Father is a Farmer within three 
Mort Mile o the Town; we keep this Market; J ſell 
Chickens, Eggs, and Butter, and my Brother Bull 
there ſells Corn. 
Bullock. Come, Sifter, haſte, we ſhall be late 
hoame. [ Whiſtles about the Stays. 
Plume. Kite! [Tips him the Wink, be returns it.] 
Pretty Mrs. Roſe —— you have let me ſee — 
how many? 
Roſe. A dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth a 
Crown. ; 
"Bull. Come, -Rucſe, J fold fifty Strake of Barley 
to-day in half this time; but you will higgle and 
higgle for a Penny, more than the Commodity i 
worth. 
Neſe. What's that to you, Oaf! I can make 2 
much out -of a Groat, as you can out of Four-pence, 


Im fure The Gentleman bids fair, and when! * 
meet with a Chapman, I know how to make the be Je: 
of him And fo, Sir, I ſay, for a Crown Piece the M 
Bargain's yours. Pj 

Plume. Here's a Guinea, my Dear. the 
Roſe. I can't change your Money, Sir. off 
Plume. Indeed, indeed, but you can — my Lodg. * 
ing is hard by, Chicken, and we'll make change there Te 
p [Goes off, ſhe follows hin. Ar; 

Mitte. So, Sir, as I was telling you, I have ſeen c 80 
of theſe Huſars eat up a Ravelin for his Breakfal, hk 
and afterwards pick'd his Teeth with a Paliſado. * 
Bull. Ay, you Soldiers ſee very ſtrange things; bu and 
pray, Sir, what is a Rabelin ? } 
ite. Why, tis like a modern minc'd Pye, but tit k 
Cruſt is confounded hard, and the Plumbs are ſom and 
what hard of Digeſtion. tlem 

Bull. Then your Paliſado, pray what may he be load, 
Come, Ruoſe, pray ha' done. Loac 
adya 


Kit 


/ 
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- | Kite. Your Paliſado is a pretty ſort of Bodkin, about 
the Thickneſs of my Leg. 
Bull. That's a Fib, I believe. [Afde.] Eh! where's 
Ruoſe ! Ruoſe ! Ruoſe ! S'fleſh where's Rueſe gone? 

Kite. She's gone with the Captain. 

Bull. The Captain! Wauns, there's no preſſing of 
Women, ſure. | 

Kite. But there is, ſure. | 

Bull. If the Captain ſhou'd preſs Rw/e, I ſhou'd be 
ruin'd Which way went ſhe! O! the Devil 
take your Rablins and Paliſadoes. [Exit. 

Kite. You ſhall be better acquainted with them, 
honeſt Bulloct, or I ſhall miſs of my Aim. 


Enter Worthy. 
Wor. Why thou art the moſt uſeful Fellow in Nature 
to your Captain; admirable in your way, I find. 

Kite. Yes, Sir, I underſtand my Buſineſs, I will ſay it. 

Wor. How came you ſo qualify'd ? 

Kite. You muſt know, Sir, I was born a Gipſy, and 
bred among that Crew till I was ten Years old, there I 
learn'd Canting and Lying; I was bought from my 
Mother, Cleopatra, by a certain Nobleman for three 
Piſtoles, who liking my Beauty, made me his Page ; 
there 1 learn'd Impudence and Pimping. I was turn'd 
off for wearing my Lord's Linen, and drinking my 
Lady's Ratafia, and turn'd Bailiff's Follower ; there I 
learn'd Bullying and Swearing. I at laſt got into the 
Army, and there I learn'd Whoring and Drinking —- 
So that if your Worſhip pleaſes to caſt up the whole Sum, 
viz. Canting, Lying, Impudence, Pimping, Bullying, 
Swearing, W horing, Drinking, and a Halbert, you will 
find the Sum Total amount to a Recruiting Serjeant. 

Wor. And pray what induc'd you to turn Soldier ? 

Kite. Hunger and Ambition : The Fears of Starving, 
and Hopes of a Truncheon, led me along to a Gen- 
tleman, with a fair Tongue, and fair Periwig, who © 
loaded me with Promiſes ; but 'gad it was the lighteſt 
Load that ever I felt in my Life He promis'd to 
advance me, and indeed he did fo —— to a Garret in 
K 2 the 


* 


40 The Recruiting Officer. 

the Savoy. I asked him why he put me in Priſon ; he 

call'd me lying Dog, and faid I was in Garriſon ; and 

indeed, tis a Garriſon that may hold out till Dooms 
day before I ſhou'd deſire to take HI But here 

comes Juſtice Ballance. 


Enter Ballance and Bullock. | 
Ball.. Here, you Serjeant, where's your Captain? 
Here's a poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamouring to 


me with a Complaint, that your Captain has prels'd 0 
his Siſter ; do you know any thing of this matter, 7 
Worthy ? 

Wor. Ha, ha, ha, I know his Siſter is gone with te 
Plume to his Lodging, to ſell him ſome Chickens. 

Ball. Is that all ? the Fellow's a Fool. Fe 

Bull. I know that, an't like your Worſhip ; but if W 
your Worſhip pleaſes to grant me a Warrant to bring ap 
her before your Worſhip, for fear of the worſt. m. 

Ball. Thou' rt mad, Fellow, thy Siſter's ſafe enough. mo 

Kite. I hope ſo too. 22 W. 

Wer. Haſt thou no more Senſe, Fellow, than to be- I 
lieve that the Captain can liſt Women. this 


Bull. I know not whether they liſt them, or what Ven 
they do with them, but I am ſure, they carry as many 
Women as Men with them out of the Country. 
Ball. But how came you not to go along with your 
| Siſter ? 

Bull. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of her going 
than I do of the Day I ſhall die; but this Gentleman 
here, not ſuſpecting any hurt neither, I believe 

_ you thought no harm, Friend, did you ? 
Lite. Lackaday, Sir, not-I — only that, I believe, 
I ſhall marry her to-morrow. F172 

Ball. I begin to ſmell] Powder. Well, Friend, but 
what did that Gentleman with you? 

Bull.” Why, Sir, he entertaingd me with a fine Stor) 
of a great Sea-Fight between the Hungarians, I think 
it was, and the Vild 1:46. 

Kite. And ſo, Sir, while we were in the Heat of 


Battle the Captain carry'd off the Baggage. pal 
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Ball. Serjeant, go along with this Fellow to your 
Captain, give him my humble Service, and defire him 
to Alcharge the Wench, tho' he has liſted her. ' 

Bull. Ay, and if he ben't free for that, he ſhall _—_ 
another Man in her place. 

Kite. Come, honeſt Friend, you ſhall go to my Gin 
ters inſtead of the Captain's. 22 ] 

[ Exeunt Kite and Bullock. 
Ball. We muſt get this mad Captain his Complement 
of Men, and fend him packing, elſe he'll over-run the 
Country. 

Mor. You fee, Sir, how little he values your Daugh- 
ter's Diſdain. 

Ball. I like him the better ; I was juſt ſuch another 
Fellow at his Age: I never ſet my Heart upon any 
Woman ſo much as to make myſelf uneaſy at the Diſ- 
appointment; but what was very ſurprizing both to 
myſelf and Friends, I chang'd o' th' ſudden, from the 
moſt fickle Lover, to the moſt conſtant Husband in the 
World. But how goes your Affair with Melinda? 

Mor. Very ſlowly. Cupid had formerly Wings, but I 
think, in this Age, he goes upon Crutches ; or I fancy 
Venus had been dallying with her Cripple Vulcan when 
my Amour commenc'd, which has made it go on fo 
lamely ; my Miſtreſs has got a Captain too, but ſuch a 
Captain ! As I live, yonder he comes. 

Ball. Who ? that bluff Fellow in the Saſh ! 1 don't 
ng know him. 
jan Wor. But I engage he knows you, and every Body 
— at firſt ſight; his Impudence were a Prodigy, were 

not his Ignorance proportionable; he has the moſt 

; univerlal Acquaintance of any Man living, for he 

won't be alone, and no Body will keep him company 
twice; then he's a Cæſar among the Women, Veni, 
Vidi, Vici, that's all. If he has but talk'd with the 
Maid, he ſwears he has lain with the Miſtreſs; but the 
moſt ſurprizing part of his Character is his Memory} 


which is the moſt prodigious, and the moſt mig! in 
the World. 


K 3 Bal. 
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Ball: I have met with ſuch Men, and I take this 
good- for-nothing Memory to proceed from a certain 
Contexture of the Brain, which is purely adapted to 
Impertinencies, and there they lodge ſecure, the Owner 
having no Thoughts of his own to diſturb them. I 
have known a Man as perfect as a Chronologer, es 
to the Day and Year of moſt important TranſaQions, 
but be altogether ignorant in the Cauſes, or Conſe 
quences of any one thing of moment; L have known 
another acquire ſo much by Travel, as ta tell you the 
Names of moſt Places in Europe, with their Diſtances of 
Miles, Leagues or Hours, as punctually as a Poſt-Boy ; 
but for any thing elſe, as ignorant as the Horſe that 
carries the Mail: 

War. This is your Man, Sir, add but the Traveller's 
Privilege of Lying, and even 3 this i 
2 Picture, * the Life. 


2 Enter Brazen. 

Braz. Mr. Worthy, . 
Harke e, my Dear. 

- Wer. Whiſpering, Sir, before Company i is not Man 
ners, and when no Body's by, tis fooliſh. 

Bras. Company | Mort de ma wie ! I beg the Gen 
tleman's Pardon; who is he? we 

Wor. Ask him. 

Braz. So I will. My Dear, I am your Servant, 
and ſo forth ; _—— your Name, my Dear? 

Ball. Very Laconick, Sir. 

Brax. Laconick ! A very good Name truly; I hare 
known ſeveral of the Laconicks abroad: Poor Jad 
Lacenick ! He was kilbd at the Battle of Landen. 
remember that he had a blue Ribbon in his Hat that 
very Day, and after he fel], we found a piece of Neat 
Tongue in his Pocket. 

Ball. Pray, Sir, did the French attack us, or we 
* at Landen ? 6 

Brax. The French attack us ! Oons, = n 
Jrcobie 

Ball. Why that Queſtion? 


Brax 


The Recruiting Officer. 43 

Brax. Becauſe none but a Jacobite cou'd think that 
the French durſt attack us — No, Sir, we attack'd 
them on the —— I have reaſon to remember the time, 
for I had two and twenty Horſes kill'd under me thar 
Day, 

2 Then, Sir, you muſt have rid mighty hard. 

Ball. Or perhaps, Sir, like my Countryman, you 
rid upon half a dozen Horſes at once. 

Brax. What do mean, Gentlemen? I tell you 
they were kill'd, all torn to pieces by Cannon-Shot, 
except fix I ſtak d to Death upon the Enemies Chevaux 
de Friſe. 

Ball. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name? 

Bra. Brazen, at your Service. 

Ball. Oh, Brazen, a very good Name; I have 
known ſeveral of the Brazens abroad. 

Wor. Do you know one Captain Plume, Sir? 

Brax. Is he any thing related to Frank Plume in 
Northamptonſhire ? — Honeſt Frank / many, many 
a dry Bottle have we crack'd Hand to Fiſt ; you muſt 
have known his Ruther Cœaries tat was coicern'd 
1 in the Iadia Company, he marry'd the Daughter of 

old Tongue-Pad, the Maſter in Chancery, a very pret- 
et ty. Woman, only ſquinted a little; ſhe dy'd in Child- 
bed of her firſt Child; but the Child ſurviv'd, *was 
a Daughter, but whether twas call'd Margaret or 
Margery, upon my Soul, I can't remember, [Looking 
ox his Watch.). But, Gentlemen, I muſt meet a Lady, 
a twenty thouſand Pounder, preſently, upon the Walk 
by. the Water ————— #/orthy, your Servant, Lacenick 
yours, [ Ext. 

Ball. It you can have ſo mean an Opinion of Me- 
linda, as to be jealous of this Fellow, I think ſhe 
ought to give you cauſe to be ſo. 

Wer. I don't think ſhe encourages him ſo much for 
gaining herſelf a Lover, as to ſet me up a Rival; were 
there any Credit to be given to his Words, I ſhould 
believe Melinda had made him this Aſſignation; I muſt 
go ee ; Sir, you'll pardon me. [Exit. 


Brat K 4 Ball. 
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Ball. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of Buſineſs — But 
what have we got here? 


Enter Roſe ſinging. 

Roſe. And I ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady, and 
ride ſingle upon a white - Horſe with a Star, upon a 
Velvet Side-ſaddle; and I ſhall go to London, and ſee 
the Tombs, and the Lions, and the Queen. Sir, an 
pleaſe your Worſhip, I have often ſeen your Worſhip 
ride through our Grounds a hunting, begging your 
Worſhip's Pardon —— Pray what may this Lace be 
worth a Yard ? [ Shewing ſome Lace. 
Ball. Right Mechlin, by this Light! Where did you 
get this Lace, Child ? 
© Roſe. No matter for that, Sir, I came honeſtly by 
it 


Ball. I queſtion it much. 22 

Roſe. And ſee here, Sir, a fine Turkey-ſhell Snuff. 
box, and fine Mangere, fee here, [Takes Snuff affettd- 
H.) The Captain learn'd me how to take it with an 
Air. 


Ball. Oho ! the Captain ! Now the Murder's out, 
and ſo the Captain taught you to take it with an Air. 
Koe. Yes, and give it with an Air too Wil 
you! Worſhip pleaſe to taſte my Snuff? 

IO ert the Bax affectedh). 

Bal You are a very apt Scholar, pretty Maid. And 
pray, what did you give the Captain for theſe fine 
things ? 

Roje. He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, and 
two or three Sweet- hearts that I have in the Country, 

they ſhall all go with the Captain: O he's the fineſt 
Man, and the humbleſt withal ; wou'd you believe it, 
Sir, he carry'd me up with him to his own Chamber, 
with as much Fam-mam-mill-yararality as if I had 
been the beſt Lady in the Land. 


Ball. Oh! he's a mighty familiar Gentleman, a 
ca be. 


Ener 
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| Enter Plume finging. | 
Plume. But it is not fo 
With thoſe that go, © 
Thro' Froſt and Snow, 
Moft apropo, 
My Maid with the Milking pail. 


(a akes hold of Roſe. 
How, the Juſtice! then I'm arraign'd, condemn'd, and 


executed. 


Ball. O, my noble Captain 

Roſe. And my noble Captain too, Sir. 

Plume. Sdeath, Child, are you mad ? — Mr. Bal. 
lace, I am fo full of Buſineſs about my Recruits, that 
I ha'n't a Moment's time to —1 have juſt non three 
or four People to 

Ball. Nay, Captain, 1 muſt ſpeak to you 

Roſe. And ſo muft I too, Captain. 


Plume. Any other time, Sir, — I cannot for my 
Life, Sir 


Ball. Pray, Sir —— | 
Plume. Twenty thouſand Things ——1 wou'd —— 


SCENE, The Walks by the Severn Side. 


Enter Melinda, and her Maid Lucy. 


Mel. And, pray, was it a Ring, or Buckle, 1 
dants, or Knots ? or in what Shape was the Almighty 
Gold transform'd, that has brib'd you ſo much in his 

avour ? 

Luc. Indeed, Madam, the laſt Bribe I had from the 
Captain, was only a ſmall piece of Flanders Edging for 

inners. 

Mel. Ay, Flandery Lace is as conſtant a Preſent 
rom Officers to their Women, as ſomething elſe is 

K 5 from 


but — now, Sir, pray — Devil take me I can- 

not —I muſt —— [ Breaks aa. 
Ball. Nay, I'll follow you. [Exiz. . 
Roſe. And I too. _  [Exw. 
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from their Women to them. They every Vear bring 
over a Cargo of Lace, to cheat the Queen of her Duty, 
and her Subjects of their Honeſty. ; 

Luc. They only Harter one Sort of prohibited Good; 
for another, Madam. — 

Mel. Has any of em been bartering with you, Mr, 
Pert, that you talk fo like a Trader ? 

Luc. Madam, you talk as peeviſhly to me, as if it 

were my Fault; the Crime is none of mine, tho' I 

to excuſe it: Tho” he ſhou'd not fee you this 

eek, can I help it? But as I was ſaying, Madam 

his Friend, Captain Plume, has fo taken him up theſe 
two Days — 

Mel. Pſha ! wou'd his Friend, the Captain, were 
ty'd upon his Back ; I warrant, he has never been ſo- 
ber fince that confounded Captain came to Town: 
The Devil take all Officers, I fay — they do the Na. 
tion more harm by debavching us at home, than they 
do good by defending us abroad: No ſooner a Captain 
comes to Town, but all the young Fellows flock about 
him, and we can't keep a Man to our ſelves. 

Luc. One wou'd imagine, Madam, by your Concen 

. for Worthy's Abſence, that you ſhou'd uſe him better 
when he's with you. | 

Mel. Who told you, pray, that I was concern'd for 
his Abſence ? I'm only vex*d that I've had nothing 
- aid to me theſe two Days: One may like the Lore, 
and deſpiſe the Lover, I hope; as one may love tie 
Treaſon, and hate the Traitor. O! here comes ao ſl cb 
ther Captain, and a Rogue that has the Confidence to 
make Love to me; but, indeed, I don't wonder 2 * 
that, when he has the Aſſurance to fancy himſelf 2 


8 r 


fine Gentleman. | | f 
Lue. If he ſhou'd ſpeak o'th* Aſſignation, I ſhou'd b * 
ruin'd. 22 N 
Enter Brazen. Ser 
Brax. True to the Touch, faith! [Ade] Mt 
dam, I am your humble Servant, and all that, Mz 8 


dam? A fine River this ſame Severs — Do you lot 
* Fiſhing, Madam: l * 
| 


„% 
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Mel. 'Tis a pretty melancholy Amuſement for Lo- 
vers. 

Brax. TII go buy Hooks and Lines preſently 3 for 
you muſt know, Madam, that ] have ſery'd in Flan- 
ders againſt the French, in Hungary againſt the Turks, 
and in Tangier againſt the Moors, and I was never ſo 
much in Love before ; and ſplit me, Madam, in all 
the Campaigns I ever made, I _ not ſeen ſo fine 
a Woman as your Ladyſhip. 

Mel. And from al the Men I ever ſaw, I never 
had ſo fine a Complement : But you Soldiers are the 
beſt bred Men, that we muſt allow. 

Brax. Some of us, Madam — But there are _ 
among us too, very ſad Brutes ; for my own 
have always had the good Luck to prove ag aw” 2, 

J have had very conſiderable Offers, * —1 might 
have marry'd a German Princeſs, worth fifty thouſand 
Crowns a Year, but her Stove diſguſted me. The 
Daughter of a Turki/þ Ba/haw fell in Love with me 
too, when I was Priſoner among the Infidels ; ſhe of- 
fer'd to rob her Father of his Treaſure, and make her 
Eſcape with me : But I don't know how, my Time 
was not come; Hanging and Marriage, you know, 

by Deſtiny : F ate has relerv'd me for a Shropſhire A 
worth twenty thouſand Pound Do you 44 
any ſuch Perſon, Madam ? 

Mel. Extravagant Coxcomb ! CAfide.) To he ſure, a 
great many Ladies of that Fortune wou'd be proud of 
the Name of Mrs. Brazen. 

Braz. Nay, for that matter, Madam, there are Wo- 
men of very good Quality of the Name of Brazen. 


Enter Worthy. 


Mel. O!] are you there, Gentleman? — Come, 
Captain, we'll walk this Way, give me your Hand. 
Brax. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are at your 
Service —- Mr. Warthy, your Servant, my Dear. . 
[ Exit, leading Melinda, 
War. Death and Fire l this is not to be borne. 


Enter 
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26.1 15! 


8 Enter Plume. 
Plume. No more it is, faith. 
2 Wer. What? 

Plume. The March Beer at the Raven; I have been [ 
doubly ſerving the Queen — raiſing Men, and raiſing But 
the Exciſe— Recruiting and Elections are rare Friends on 
to the Exciſe. 1 

Wir. You a'n't drunk. 1 
"Plume. No, no, whimfical only ; I cou'd be mighty 4 

fooliſh, and fancy my ſelf mighty witty. Reaſon till I 

keeps its Throne, but it nods a little, that's all. this 
or. Then you're juſt fit for a Frolick. ] 

pl Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the brir 
It. Wa: 
Wor. There's your Play then, recover me that Veſ- wit] 
fel from that Tangerine. 2 
Plume. She's well rigg'd, bat how is ſhe mann'd ? J 


War. By Captain Brazen, that I told you of to- 
25 3 ſhe is call'd the Melinda, a Firſt Rate, I can 
aſſure you ; ſhe ſheer'd off with him juſt now, on pur- 
poſe to affront me ; but according tg your Advice [ 


wou'd take no Notice, becauſe I won'd ſeem to be } 
above a Concern for her Behaviour 3 but have a care P 
of a Quarrel. 
Plume, No, no, I never quarrel with any thing in 
my Cups but an Oyſter Wench, or a Cook Maid ; and 
if they ben't civil, I knock em down. But hearke, 
my Friend, Pl! make Love, and I muſt make Love, B 
I tell you what, PII make Love like a Platoon. not 
Wer. Platoon, how's that? But 
Plume. I'll kneel, ſtoop, and ſtand, "faith ; moſt La- Mad 
dies are gain'd by Platooning. long 
Wor. Here they come ; I muſt leave you. [Exit. M 
Plume. Soh ! now muſt I look as ſober, and as de- 
mure, as a Whore at a Chriſtning. 
0 
Enter Brazen and Melinda. 
Braz. Who's that, Madam ? 2 
Mel. A Brother- Officer of yours, I fappole Sir, and 


Brax. 
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Brax. Ay ! — My Dear. [7 Plume. 

Plume. My Dear. [Run and embrace. 

Brax. My dear Boy, how is't ? Your' Name, my 
Dear ? if I be not miſtaken I have ſeen your Face.. 

Plume. I never ſaw yours in my Life, my Dear — 
But there's a Face well known, as the Sun's, that * 
on all, and is by all ador'd. 

Brax. Have you any Pretenſions, Sir? 

Plume. Pretenſions. 

Brax. That is, Sir, have you ever ferv'd abroad ? 

Plume. I have ſerw'd at home, Sir, for Ages ſerv'd 
this cruel Fair — And that will ſerve the turn, Sir. 

Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, I ſhall 
bring a fine Spot of Work upon my Hands -— I fee 
Worthy yonder I cou'd be content to be Friends 
with him, wou'd ke come this Way. [ Hae. 

Braz. Will you fight for the Lady, Sir? 

Plume. No, Sir, but I'll have her notwithſtanding. . 


Por Peerleſs Princeſs of Salopian's Plains, by 
noy'd by Nymphs, and wworſhipp'd by the Swans. 


Brax. Oons, Sir, not fight for her! 
Plume. Prithee be quiet — I ſhall be out — ' 


Behold, how humbly does the Severn gli, 
To greet thee, Princeſs of the Severn Side. 


Brax. Don't mind him, Madam 17 * were 
not ſo well dreſs'd, I ſhou'd take him for a Poet —— 
But I'll ſhew you the Difference preſently — Come, 
Madam, we'll place you between us, and now the 
longeſt Sword carries her. [ Draws. 

Mel. [Shrieking.] 


Euter Worthy. 


Oh! Mr. Worthy, fave me from theſe Madmen. 


[ Exit with Worthy. 
Plume. Ha, ha, ha! why don't you follow, Sir ? 
and fight the bold Raviſher. 


Brax. 
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Dax. No, Sir, you are my Man. | 

—. don't like the Wages, I won't be your 

an. 

Bras. Then you're not worth my Sword. 
Plume. No! Pray what did it coſt ? 
Brax. It coſt me twenty Piſtoles in France, and my 

Enemies thouſands of Lives in Flanders. 

Plume. Then they had a dear Bargain. 


Enter Sylvia in Man's Apparel. 

S. Save ye, fave ye, Gentlemen. 

Brax. My Dear ! I'm yours. 

Plume. Do you know the Gentleman? 

Brax. No, but I will preſently —— Your Name, 
my Dear? 

Sy. Wilful ; Fack Wilful, at your Service. 

Brax. What, the Kent Wilfuls, or thoſe of Stuf 

breſbire. | 
a Both, Sir, both; I'm related to all the Vfl 
in Europe, and I'm Head of the Family at preſent. 
Plume. Do you live in this Country, Sir? 

Syl. Yes, Sir, 1 live where I ſtand ; I have neither 
Home, Houſe,' nor Habitations, beyond this Spot of 
Ground. - | 

Braz. What are you, Sir? 

Syl. A Rake. 

Plume. In the Army, I preſume. 

Hl. No, but I intend to liſt immediately — Look'e, 
Gentlemen, he that bids the faireſt, has me. 

Brax. Sir, I'll prefer you, I'll make you a Corponl 
this Minute. 

Plume. Corporal ! I'll make you my Companion, you 
hall eat with me. 

Brax. You ſhall drink with me. 

Plume. You ſhall lie with me, you young Rogue. 

. 

Brax. You ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Du. 

Syl. Then you muſt make me a Field Officer. 


Plant 


P 
80 
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Plume. Pho, pho, pho! I'll do more than all this; 
pl make you a Corporal, and give you a Brevet for 
Serjeant. * 

Brax. Can you read and write, Sir? 

Hl. Yes. 

Brax. Then your Zuſineſs is done —Pl make 
you Chaplain to the Regiment. 

H.. Your Promiſes are ſo equal, that I'm at a loſs to 
chuſe ; there is one Plume, that I hear much commend- 


ed, in Town ; pray which of you is Captain Plume * 
Plume. I am Captain Plume. 


Braz. No, no, I am Captain Plume. 

Sy. Hey day 

Plume. Captain P/ume ! I'm your Servant, my Dear. 
Bra. Captain Brazen ! I am yours — the Fellow 


dares not fight. [Ad. 


Enter Kite. 
Kite. Sir, if you pleaſe - 


[Goes to wwhifder Plame. 
Plume. No, no, there's your Captain. Capt. Plume, 


your Serjeant has got ſo drunk, he 771 me for 
you. 

Brax. He's an incorrigible Sot. — Here, my Hec- 
tor of Holborn, here's forty Shillings » ow 

Plume. I forbid the Banes. — , Friend, you 
ſhall liſt with Captain Brazer. 

Syl. I will ſee Captain Brazen hang'd firſt; I will 
lift with Captain Plume, I am a Free- born Engli/bman, 
and will be a Slave my own Way — Look'e, Sir, will 
you ſtand by me ? [70 Brazen. 


/ 8 Brax. I warrant you, my Lad. 
Sy]. Then I will tell you, Captain Brazen, ¶ To Plume] 
; * are an ignorant, pretending, impudent Cox- 
ſes Brax. Ay, ay, a fad Dog. | 
puch. Sl. A very ſad Dog; give me the Money, noble 
Captain Plume. | 


Plume. Then you won't liſt with Captain Brazos! ? 
,. I won't. 


B rax. 
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Brax. Never mind him, Child, I'll end the Diſpute 
„ Heark'e, my Dear. 
[Takes Plume to one Side of the Stage, and en. 
terinint him in dumb Show. 

Kite. Sir, he in the plain Coat is Captain Plume, I 
am his Serjeant, and will take my Oath on't. 

Hl. What! you are Serjant Kee. 

Kite. At your Service. 

81. Then I woald not take your Oath for a Far- 


g 
Ute. A very anderftanding Youth of his Age Pray, 
Sir, let me look full in your Face ? 

Hl. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my Face? 

Kite. The very Image of my Brother ; two Buller, 
of the ſame Caliver were never ſo like: Sure it mul 
be Charles, Charles 

Sy]. What d'ye mean by Charles * 

Kite, The Voice too, only à little Variation in Eg 
at flat : My dear Brother, for I muſt call you (6, if 
you ſhould have the Fortune to enter into the molt 
1 of the Sword, I beſpeak you for a Com. 


Sy. No, Sir, Þll be the Captain' ; Comrade, if any 
Bodys. 

Kite. Ambition hen, again ! 'Tis a noble Paſſion ſr 
a Soldier ; by that I gain'd this glorious Halbert. Am- 
dition! I fee a Commiſhon in his Face already: Pray, 
noble Captain, give me leave to ſalute you. 


[Offers to hiſs ber 
Syl. What, Men kiſs one another. 
. + Kite. We Officers do; tis our way; we live tage 
ther like Man and Wife, always either kiſſing or fight 
ing: — But I ſee a Storm coming. 
- $y{. Now, Serjeant, I ſhall ſee who is your ages 
by your knocking down the other. 
Kite. My Captain ſcorns Aſſiſtance, Sir. 
Brax. How dare you contend for any thing, and 
not dare to draw your Sword? But you are a young 
Fellow,” and have not been much abroad; I excuie 


J 
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dat; ; but prithee reſign the Man, prithee do; you are 
a very honeſt Fellow. 


Plume. You lye; and you are a Son of a Whore. 
' [ Draws, and makes up to Brazen. 
Braz. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight for the 


Lady ? [ Retiring. 
Plume. I always do — But for a Man I'll fight 
Knee-deep ; ſo you lye again. {Plume and Brazen 


fobt a Traverſe or Two about the Stage; Sylvia draws, 
who is held by Kite, who founds to Arms with bis 
Mouth ; takes Sylvia in his Arms, and carries her off 
the Stage. TOES 

Braz. Hold, where's the Man ? 

Plume. Gone. 

Brax. Then what do we fight for? [Puts up.] Now 
lets embrace, my Dear. 

Plume. With all my Heart, my Dear. [Putting up.] 
I ſuppoſe Kite has liſted him by this time.  [Embraces 3 

Kite looks in and fings. 

Brax. You are a brave Fellow, I always fight with 


find he will fight, I never quarrel With kim aer wards. 
And now I'Il tell you a Secret, my dear Friend, 
hat Lady we frighted out of the Walk juſt now, I 


„ found in bed this Morning So beautiful, ſo in- 
u. ing - preſently lock'd the Door But I am 
WW Man of Honour But I believe I ſhall marry her 


tevertheleſs — Her twenty thouſand Pound, you know, 
ill be a pretty Conveniency — I had an Aſſignation 
th her here, but your coming ſpoil'd my Sport. 
urſe you, my Dear, but don't do fo agen — 

Plume. No, no, my Dear, Men are my Buſineſs at 


The End of the Third ACT. 


reſent, [ Exeunt, 


a Man before I make him my Friend; and i hes f 


—7 


Iowers 
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er W. 
SCENE, The Walk continues. 


Enter Roſe and Bullock, meeting. 


Roſe. Here have you been, you t 
W a 
of Preſerment. | 

Bull. Preferment ! who ſhou'd' prefer me? 

Reſe. I wou'd prefer you! who ſhou'd prefer a Man 
but a Woman ). Come, throw away that great Club, 
bold up your Head, cock your Hat, and look big. 

. Bull: Ah Rueſe, Rucſe, 1 fear ſome body will look 


dig ſooner than Folk think of: This genteel Breeding 


never comes into the Country without a Train of Fob 
Here has bec2 Cree! voor S 
heart, what will become of him ? 

- Roſe, Lookie, I'm a great Woman, and will provide 
for my Relations: I told the Captain how fine 
he-play'd upon the Taber and Pipe, fo he has ſet hin 
down for Drum-Major. | 

+ Bull; Nay, Siſter, why did not you keep that Plact 
for me? you know I have always lov'd to be a drun- 
ming, if it were but on a Table, or on a Quart Pot. 


| Enter Sylvia. 

Sy. Had I but a Commiſſion in my Pocket, I fanc 
my Breeches wou'd become me as well as any ranting 
Fellow of em all; for I take a bold Step, a ral 
Toſs, a ſmart Cock, and an impudent Air, to be tit 
principal Ingredients in the Compoſition of a Cip 
tam What's here? Roſe! my Nurſe's Daugt 


ter ! Il go and practiſe Come, Child, kiß r. 
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at once, [X. Jes Roſe} and her Brother = 00.) ——— Well, 
honeſt D t, do you know the difference between 
2 Horſe a Cart, and a Cart Horſe, eh? 

Bull. I preſame that your Worſhip is a Captain, by 
your Cloaths and your — 

$y/. Suppoſe I were, wou'd you be contented to liſts 
Friend ? 

Roſe. No, no, tho” your Worſhip be a handſome Man, 
there be others as ſine as you: my Brother is eng ug d to 
Captain Plume. | 

Hl. Plane Do you know Captain Plume ? 

Roſe. Yes, I do, and he knows me —— He took the 
Ribbands. out of his Shirt Sleeves, and put em into my 
Shoes See there I can aſſure you that I can 
de any thing with the Captain. 

Bull. That is, in a modeſt way, Sir. 


Have 


8 


tage. 

2 Nay, for that matter, I am not fo fle as to 

u 1 carr do any thing with the- Captain, but what 
Ir do with np body oh 5 fm 

80! —— w expect 

this Captain, Child ? wt oor 

Roſe. I expe, . he ceder'd 
me to tell po-hedy.——Jc ſappels tiat:2e Bonk? you- 
miſe to marry me ? 

Sy. You ſhou'd have a care, my Dear, Men will ro 
miſe any thing before-hand. 


Bull. Wouns, Ryoſe, what have you ſaid? 
Sy. Afterwards? After what? 
Roe. After I had fold my Chickens. 
e's no harm in that. 


I hops 


Eater Plume. 


Moe What, Mr. Wiffed, W 


\ 


Sh 


a care what you ſay, Ruo/e, don't ame your Paren | 
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Sy. Til try if he loves her. (fide. )| Cloſe, Sir, ay, 


mov! 

and cloſer yet, Sir.——— Come, my pretty Maid, you one 
and I will withdraw a little. PR 
Plume. No, no, Friend, I ha'n't done with her yet. din 


l. Nor have I begun with her, fo I have as good 9 


Right as you have. "M4 
"Plume. Thou art a bloody impudent Fellow. Care 
Sy. Sir, I wou'd qualify myſelf for the Service. p. 
Pune. Haſt thou really a mind to the Service ? live 1 
Hl. Yes, Sir: So let her go. WM Wh 
| Roſe. Pray Gentlemen don't be fo violent. Bu 
Plume. Come, leave it to the Girl's own Choice — Drum 
Will you belong to me, or to that Gentleman ? p. 


Reſe. Let me conſider, you're both very handſome. vou 
Plume. Now renn ſtand; 


ein. to work. what 
Keſe. Pray, Sir, what will you give ne? my I 
Bull. Dunna be angry, Sir, that my Sifter ſhould be Ro 


Mercenerary, for ſhe's but young. rack. 
„ Giveghee, Child tet thee 2bove Scandal; Bil Capt: 
you ſhall have a Coach, with fix before and fix behind; PI, 
an Equipage to make Vice faſhionable, and put Vinu Shilli 
out of Countenance. H. 
' Plume. Pho, that's eaſily done; W do 
Child, I'll buy you a Furbeloe Scarf, and give you 1 
Ticket to ſee a Play. 

Bull. A Play 3 Ruoſe, take the Ticket, a 
let's ſee the Show. 

Sy. Look'e, Captain, if you won t reſign, Il gol 
with Captain Brazen this Minute. 

Plume. Will you liſt with me if I give, up my Tie? 

Syl. I will. 

Plame. Take her: Tu change a Woman for a Ma 
at any time. 

Roſe. 1 have heard before, indeed, chat you Capta 

us d to fell your Men. 

22 Pray, Captain, do not ſend Rufe to the Ve 


Plume. Ha, ha, ha, Wef- Indies! No, no, my h 
neſt Lad, give me thy Hand ; 2 nor ſhe, 
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move a ſtep farther than I do —— This Gentleman i is 
one of us, and will be kind to you, Mrs. Roe. 

Re/e. But will you be fo kind to ow; Sir, as the Cap- 
tain wou'd ? 

$yl. 1 can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my Circum- 
ſtances are not ſo good as the Captain's; but Pl take 
Care of you, upon'my Word. 

Plume. Ay, ay, we'll all take Care of her ; ſhe ſhall 
live like a Princeſs, and her Brother here ſhall be 
What wou'd you be? 

Bull. O! Sir! If you had not promis'd the Place of 
Drum-Major 

Plume. Ay, that is promis'd . — But what think 
you of Barrack-Maſter ? You are a Perſon of Under- 
landing, and Barrack-Maſter you ſhall be. But 
what's become of this ſame Cartwheel you told me of, 
my Dear ? 

"Role We'll go fetch him. 


Come, Brother Bar- 


rnck-Maſter We ſhall find you at home, noble 
lal; (Captain? [Exeunt Roſe and Bullock. 
ad; Plume. Yes, yes; and now, Sir, here are your forty 
me Sbhillings. 


H.. Captain Plume, I deſpiſe your liſting Money; if 
do ſerve, 'tis purely for Love of that Wench, 
mean — For you muſt know, that among my 
ther Sallies, I have ſpent the beſt part of my For- 
me in ſearch of a Maid, and could never find one 
therto ; ſo you may be aſſur'd I'd not ſell my Free- 
lom under a leſs Purchaſe than I did my Eftate — So 
tefore I liſt, I muſt be certify'd that this Girl is K 
irgin. 
Plume. Mr. Wilful, I can't tell you how you can "4 
rtity'd in that Point till you try; but upon my Ho- 
our ſhe may be a Veſtal for ought. that I know to 
e contrary. I gain'd her Heart indeed by ſome 
nfling Preſents and Promiſes, and knowing that the 
Security for a Woman's Heart is her Perſon, I wou'd 
ve made myſelf Maſter of that too, had not the Jea- 


duly of my impertinent Landlady interpos d. 


Hl. 
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Y.. So you only want an Opportunity for accom. I leſs 
pliſhing your Deſigns upon her. | | 
Plume. Not at all; I have already gain'd my End, my 
which were only the drawing in one or two of her P, 
Followers. The Women, you know, are the Load. fome 
ſtones every where; gain the Wives, and you are d. Sy 
reſs d by the Husbands ; pleaſe che Miſtreſs, and yu Wl mak 
are-valu'd by the Gallants ; ſecure an Intereſt with the cenſu 
fineſt Women at Court, and you procure the Favour of WE ſtanc 
the greateſt Men — So kiſs the prettieſt Coun. WF I mu 
try Wenches, and you are ſure of lifting the luſtict Parli. 
Fellows. Some People may call this Artifice, but] Pl 
term it Stratagem, ſince it is ſo main a part of te lodge 
Service —— Beſides, the Fatigue of, Recruiting i 6M have 
intolerable, that unleſs we cou'd make ourſelves ſons H. 
Pleaſure amidſt the Pain, no mortal Man wou'd be your 
to bear it. Ph 
Sy. Well, Sir, I am fatisfy'd as to the Point in D imagi 
bate; but now let me beg you to lay aſide your 6 
cruiting Airs; put on the Man of Honour, and tell ne 
plainly what Uſage I muſt expect when I am unde 
your Command ? : 
Plume. You muſt know, in the firſt place, the, 
that I hate to have Gentlemen in my Company; f 


they are always troubleſome and expenſive, ſometin 
dangerous; and 'tis a conſtant Maxim amongſt us, my Be 
.thoſe who know the leaſt, obey the beft. Notwit Ply, 
ſanding all this, I find ſomething ſo agreeable abn 
vou, that engages me to court your Company; and 
can't tell how it is, but I ſhou'd be uneaſy to fee f 
under the Command of any body elſe . 


Uſage will chiefly depend upon your Behaviour ; « 
this you muſt expect, that if you commit a ſmall Fu 
I will excuſe it; if a great one, I'll diſcharge you; 
_ ſomething tells me, I ſhall not be able to puniſh you 
$y/. And ſomething tells me, that if you dot 
charge me, twill be the greateſt Puniſhment you 
inflit ; for were we this Moment to go upon 
greateſt Dangers in your Profeſſion, they wou'd 
4 


\ 
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now your Hand, this liſts me —— — And now you are 
my Captain. | 

Plume. Your Friend. [Kies her.] 'Sdeath ! There's 
ſomething in this Fellow that charms me. | 

Sl. One Favour I muſt beg This Aﬀatr will 
make ſome noiſe, and I have ſome Friends that wou'd 
cenſure my Conduct, if I threw myſelf into the Circum- 
ſtance of a private Centinel of my own Head 
| maſt therefore take care to be impreſt by the Act of 
Parliament, you ſhall leave that to me. : 

Plume. What you pleaſe as to that Will you 
lodge at my Quarters in the mean time? You ſhall 
have part of my Bed. 

H. O fye! Lie with a common Soldier! Wou'd not 
you rather lie with a common Woman ? 

Plume. No, faith, I'm not that Rake that the World 
imagines ; I have got an Air of Freedom, which People 
miſtake for Lewdneſs in me, as they miſtake Formality 
in others for Neligion The World is all a Qheat; 
only I take mine, which is undeſign'd, to be more ex- 

uſable than theirs which is hypocritical. I hurt no 


then body but myſelf, and they abuſe all Mankind Will 
, ou lie with me ? 


LE DS —————— 


$y/. No, no, Captain, you forget Ro/e ; ſhe's to be 


my Bedfellow, you know. 
Plume. I had forgot; pray be kind to her. 


[Exeunt ſeverally. 
23, Enter Melinda and Lucy. 
—\o 2. Tis the greateſt Misfortune in Nature for a 
; eman to want a Confident : We are fo weak, that 


füße can do nothing without Aſſiſtance, and then a Se- 
ret racks us worſe than the Cholick — I am at this 
inute ſo ſiek of a Secret, that I'm ready to faint a- 
ay ——— Help me, Luty. 
Luc. Bleſs me, Madam! what's the Matter! 
Mel. Vapours only, I begin to recover If Sy/- 
ia were in Town, I could heartily forgive her Faults 
Ir the Eaſe of diſcovering my own. 


Luc. 
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moſt ſurprizing Things of my paſt Life : 


a Maid! 
Singer Madam, if you ſhou'd believe him, 


Luc. Youre 2 e een, 
to know the Cauſe? - 
Mel. You are a Servant, anda Secret may make 


Luc. Not unleſs you hee find fauk without a Ci 


Mel. Cauſe or not Cauſe, I muſt not loſe the Plein 


of chiding when I pleaſes Women muſt diſcharge ther (Y » 
Vapours ſomewhere, and before we get Husbands ou an 
Servants muſt expect to bear with em. N 
Luc. Then, Madam, you had better raiſe me wi 1 
Degree above a Servant: You: know my Family, ai | 

that goo J. 'wou'd ſet me upon the foot of a Gente Wi bo 
woman, and make me worthy the Confidence Afi __ 
any Lady in the Land; beſides, Madam, twill e, ney 
tremely mu me in the great Deſign I now h col 
in hand. hoes 


Mel. 1 domt find tliat your Deſign can be of ay Con 
great Advantage to you: Twill pleaſe me, indeed, nM me 


the Humour I have of being reveng'd- on the Fool in þaye 


his Vanity of making Love to me, fo I don't mud you, 


"CT PLES you ——— upon m 7 
Day of Marriage. * 
Luc. This is the way, Madam, to make me dil it is 1 
in the Vocation of a Confident, which I think is gens 
— to bring People together. 
Mel. O Lucy ! I can hold my Secret nc longer: 5. 
muſt know, that hearing of the famous Fortune: telt 5 
in Town, I went diſguis'd to ſatisfy a Curioſity, von ; 


has coſt me dear: 'That Fellow is certainly the De 
or one of his Boſom-Favourites, he has told me 


Luc. Things paſt, Madam, can hardly be reckaW... be 
furprizing, becauſe we know them — Did 
tell you any thing ſurprizing that was to come? 

Mal. One thing very ſurprizing ; he ſaid I ſhould 


Lac. Die a Maid! Come into the World for 1 


* come to paſs; for the bare thought on't mi 
4 
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kill one in four and twenty Hours And did you 
vk him any ſtions about me ? 

M.. You ! Why, I paſs'd for you. 

Luc. So tis I that am to die a Maid ——— But the 
Devil was a Lyar from the beginning, he can't make 
me die a Maid —— I have put it out of his Power al- 

ready. [ Hae. 
Mel. I do but jeſt, I wou'd have paſs'd for you, 
and call'd myſelf Lucy; but he preſently told me my 
Name, my Quality, my Fortune, and gave me the 
whole Hiſtory of my Life He told me of a Lover 
] had in this Country, and deſcrib'd Worthy exactly, 
but in nothing ſo well as in his preſent Indifference. 
I fled to him for Refuge here to-day, he 
never ſo much as encourag'd me in my fright, but 
coldly told me, that he was ſorry for the Accident, 
becauſe it might give the Town cauſe to cenſure my 
Conduct, excus'd his not waiting on me home, made 
me a careleſs Bow, and walk'd off: Sdeath ! I cou'd 
have ſtab'd him, or myſelf, *twas the ſame thing 
Yonder he comes will ſo uſe him! 

Luc. Don't exaſperate him, conſider what the For- 
tune · teller told you : Men are ſcarce, and as Times go, 
it is not impoſſible for a Woman to die a Maid. 


Enter Worthy. 

Mel. No matter. . | 

Wor. I find ſhe's warm'd, I muſt ſtrike while the 
Iron is hot You have a great deal of Courage 
Madam, to venture into the Walks where you were ſo 
ely frighten'd. | SHY, 
Mel. And you have a quantity of Impudence to ap- 
ear before me, that you have ſo lately affronted. 
Wor. IJ had no defign to affront you, nor appear be- 
ore you either, Madam: I left you here, becauſe I had 
bulineſs in another Place, and came hither thinking to 
neet another Perſon. | 
Mel. Since you find yourſelf diſappointed, I hope 
dull withdraw to another part of the Walk. | 


Vol, II. L Wor. 


for ' 
him, 
t My 
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Mor. The Walk is broad enough for us both. [J 

pans” by one another, be with his Hat cock'd, ſhe fretting 1 
and tearing. her Fan.] Will you pleaſe to take Sau 
Madam? [He (offers ber his Box, ge firikes it out of y 
bis: Hand; while | he is. gathering it ap, Groen take; y 
TR TER nfo. ia . f. 


Eater Brazen. | F. 

Bran. What, here before me, my Dear ! 

. Mel, What means this Inſolence? 
Luc. Are you mad | Don'tiyou dee Mr. Worthy ? 
[7e Brazen, 
oy wap No, no, Im fuck. blind Warthy ! odio! 
well turn d My. Miſtreſs has Wit at her Finger Wit 
ends ——— Madam, I ask your Pardon, 'tis our way But 
abroad —— Mr. #orthy, you are the happy Man. hou 

Wor. I don't envy your Happineſs very much, if 
the Lady can afford no other ſort of Favours but what $4 
ſhe has beſtow'd upon you. 

_ Mel. I am ſorry the Favour miſcarry'd, for it wa 
deſign d for you, Mr. Worthy; and be aſſur d tis the lf 
and only Favour you muſt expect at my Hands. 
Captain, I ask your Pardon [Exit with Lac gain 
Brax. I grant it ——Vou fee Mr. Worthy, u Glot 
only a Random-ſhot, it might have taken off you Surv. 
Head as well as mine; Courage, my Dear, tis de an / 
Fortune of War; but the Enemy has thought fit u of G 
withdraw, I think. Conj, 

Wor. Withdraw ! Oons, gs what d'ye mean ji 
withdraw ? 

Brax. I'll ſlew you. 

. Wor. She's loſt, irrecoverably loſt, and Plume's Ab 
vice has ruin'd me : 'Sdeath ! — ſhould I, that knes 
her baughty Spirit, be rul'd by a Man thats a Strang 
to her Pride? H * 31 


Enter Plume. | 

"Plume, Ha Ha, ha, ha, a Battle Royal: Dont f o 
. Man, ſhe's your own, I tell you: I faw the Fi 
of ber Love in the Extremity of ie 


.\ V 
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Wildneſs of her Anger is a certain Sign that ſhe" loves 
you to Madneſs. That Rogue Kite began the Battle 
with abundance of Conduct, and will bring you off 
victorious, my Liſe on't ; he plays his part admirably, 
ſhe's to be with him again preſently. © © 5 

Mer. But what cou'd be the Meaning of Braxen 
Familiarity with her ? 

Plume. You are no Logician, if you pretend to draw 
Conſequences from the Actions of Fools: There's no 
arguing by the Rule of Reaſon upon a Science with- 
out-Principles, and ſuch is their Conduct Whim, 
unaccountable'Whim, hurries em on like a Man-drunk 
with Brandy before ten a-Clock in the Morning 
But we loſe our Sport Kite has open'd above an - 
hour ago, let's away. [Exeunt, 


SCENE, A Chamber; a Table with Books and 
Globes. " 


Kite diſeuit'd in à firange Habit, fitting at a Table. 
Kite. [ Rifing:] By the Poſition of the Heavens, 
gain d from my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial 
Globes, I find that Luna was a Tyde-waiter, Sol a 
Surveyor, Mercury a Thief, Venus a Whore, Saturn 
an Alderman,” Jupiter a Rake, and Mar; a Serjeant 
of Granadeers 3 and this is the Syſtem of Kite the 
Conjuror. - 3 


| Enter Plume and Worthy. 
Plume. Well, what Succeſs ? 
Kite. I have ſent away a Shoemaker and a Taylor 
many one's to be a Captain of Marines, and the 
other a Major of Dragoons ———1 am to manage 
them at Night — Have you ſeen the Lady » 
Mr. Worthy ? | FEY 
Wor. Ay, but it won't do —— Have you ſhew'd 
he TE that I tore off from the bottom of the 
20 
Kite. No, Sir, I reſerve that for the laſt Stroke. 
Plume. What Letter? 
f L 2 Wor, 


(Il WO; Nenn if NV 
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Wi One that 1 wou'd not let you ſee, -for fear that 
you ſhou'd ' break Windows in good earneſt. Here, 
Captain, put it into Tue Pocket- Book, and have it 
ready upon Occaſion. {Knocking at the Door. 
— Kite. Officers to your Poſts. Tycho- mind the Door, 
ag Plume and Worthy. Servant 1 the Door. 


Enter à Smith. : 

CP} Well, Mafeer, are you the Cunning Man ? 

. Kite. I am the learned Copernicus. 

Smith. Well, Maſter, I'm but a poor Man, and J 
can't afford above a Shilling for my Fortune. | 
H. Perhaps that is more'than tis worth. 

Smith. Look e, Doctor, let me have ſomething that's 
good for my Shilling, or I'll have my Money again. 
Bee. If — be Faith in the Stars, you ſhall have 
your Shilling forty-fold —— Your Hand, Countryman, 
Ya by Toade a Smith." © 

Smith, How the Devil ſhou'd you know that ? 

Kite. Becauſe the Devil and you ate I __ 
HELI Gt Were Yorm: under Forcep n. 

Smith. Forceps ! what's chat! 1 

Kite. One of the Signs: There's Leo, Sagittarius, 
Farceds, Furnes, Dix ' Namer, Bru ws, Charlery, 
and fo forth —— Twelve of em . Let me fee — 
Did you ever make any Bombs or Cannon. Bullets? 

"Smith. Not I. 

ite. Lou either have or will The Stars have 
3 that you ſhall be I muſt have 1 more 
Money, Sir Your Fortune's great. 

"Smirh, Faith, Doctor, I have no more. 

Are. O Sir, TI truſt you, and take it out of you 
1 
Smith, Arrears! what Arrears? 
Kite. The five hundred Pound that s owing | to yo 
Fom the Government. 
Smith. . me! | 


— — — 


MM ms arc 1 


> 
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Kite. Owing you, Sir — Let me ſee your other 
Hand, I beg your Pardon, it will be owing to 


you: And the Rogue of an Agent will demand Fifty 
per Cent. for à Fortnight's Advance. 


.. $nith, l'm in the Clouds, Doctor, all this while, 

_ Kite, Sir, I am above em, among the Stars : 
In two Years, three Months and two Hours; you will 
be made Captain of the Forges to the Grand Train of 
Artillery, and will have ten Shillings a Day, and two 
Servants Tis the Decree of the Stars, and of the 
fix'd Stars, that are as immovable as your Anvil —— 
Strike, Sir, while the Iton is hot Fly, is be 

one. 
, Smith. What l what wou'd you. have me do, 

Doctor? I wiſh the Stars wou'd put me in a way for 

this fine Place. 

Kite. The Stars do let me ſee ay, about 
an Hour hence walk careleſly into the Market- place, 
and you'll ſee a tall, ſlender Gentleman, buying a Penny- 
worth of Apples, with a Cane hanging upon his But- 
ton ——- This Gentleman will ask you what's a Clock 
He's your Man, and the Maker of your For- 
tune Follow him, follow him And now go 
home, and take leave of your Wife and Children; an 
Hour hence exaQly is your time, 

Smith, A tall Ar. Gentleman, you ſay, with a 
Cane ! Pray, what fort of a Head has the Cane? 

Kite. An Amber Head with a black 7 oy 
Gen 


N And pray of what Employment is 
an 
Kite. Let me ſee, he's either a Collector of the Ex- 
ciſe, or a Plenipotentiary, or a Captain of Grenadeers 
— I can't t exactly which —— but he'll call you 
honeſt - your Name is an f 
Smith. Thomas. _ ._. at . *jh 
Kite. He'll call you honeſt Tom. 


Smith. But ** the Devil ; py 18 M 


Name? 
Kite. O there are ſeveral ſorts of Toms —=—Tom of 
8 Tom tit, Tom Tell. Toth, Tom o Bedlam, and 
| L 3 Tem 
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Tom Fool — be gong . 45 Hour hence preciſely. 
* 22 ng at the Door. 


4? 


"Smit; vol ſay, hel ask me what's a Clock ? el 
Kite. Moſt certainly And you'll anſwer you ſe 
dott know Arid be ſure you Took at St. Mary's 
Dial; for the Sun won't ſhine, and if it ks 25 V 
won't be able to tell the Figures. 
Smith. I will, I will. * kai. 
Plume. Well done, 1 go 0 on ha proſper. 
INT (Een, 7: 
3 " Enter @ Butcher. ſhi 


Bite. What, my old Friend Pluci the Butcher 1 an 
I offer'd the furly Bull dog five Guineas . this Morning, De. 
and he reſusd it. LAld. Ny 
Bier. 80, Mr. Conjurer, here's Half a Cin Sta 
And now you muſt underſtand 
1 Hold, Friend, I know your Buſineſs before to 
' But: You're deviliſh cunnin for don't well 
know i it myſelf. A 1 
"Rite. I know mote than you, ede 
| ive a fooliſh Saying, that ſuch a one knows no more 
than the Man in the Moon : T tell you, the Man in 
, the Moon knows more than all the Men under the 
Syn: Don't the Moon fee all the World? | 
But. All the World fee the Moon, I muſt confeſs: 
Kite. Then ſhe muſt fee all the World that's certain 
dire me your Hand Von re by Do ei 
ther 4 Butcher or a Surgron. © 5 
De. True, Tam'a Butcher. © 
Hie. And a Surgeon you will be, FN 
differ only in the Name. He that can cut up an 
Ox, may 7 ta a Man; and the fame Dexterity that 
eracks 2 Marrowbone, will cat off a Leg or 12 mn 
But. What d'ye mean, Doctor, what d'ye 
© Be! Patience, Patience, Mr. SurGron- — the 
Stars are great Bodies, and move ſlowly. rt 
0. But what dye mean by Surgean-General, Dor- 


tor Ni 92 — 5 | _ 
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"Kite, Nay, Sir, if your Worſhip won't D Pal 
porn I muſt beg the Favour of your rn * 


"But. My Worſhip ! my Werlkip but why my 


Worqjip ? 

Kite. Nay then, I have done. | 

Bus. Pray, Doctor 

ite. Fire and Fury, Sir! [Riſes in a Paſſion.) Do 
you think the Stars will be hurry'd ? Do the Stars owe 
you any Money, Sir, that you dare to dun their Lord- 
ſhips at this Rate ? —— —Sir, I'm Porter to the Stars, 
and I am order'd-to let no Dun come near their 
Doors. 

But, Dear Doctor, I never had any n with the 
Stars, they don't owe me a Penny — But ſince you 


are their Porter, pleaſe to accept of this Half. Crown 
to drink their Healths, and don't be angry. 


Kite. Let me ſee your Hand then once more 
Here has been Gold — Fiye Guineas, my Friend, in 
this very Hand this Morning. 

But. Nay, then he is the Devil —— Pray, Dodos, 
were you born of a Woman Þ or, did Yom! come into 
the World of your own Head? 

Kite. That's a Secret This Gold was offer'd 
you by a proper nnn, eee ** 
zard, or — | 

. But. Kite you mean. 

. Kite. Ay, ay, Kite. | 

But. As arrant a Rogue as ever carry'd a BS 
— impudent Raſcal wou'd. have decoy'd- me or a 
_ 

Kite. A Soldier ! a Man of your Subſlance - "9 
Soldier ! Your Mother has a hundred Pound in hard 
Money, lying at this Minute in the Hands of a Wee, 
not forty Yards from this Place. | 


But, Oons ! and ſo the has, bus ven fr ber 6 


much.” 


Kite, I know i, and that Ho | what s his 1 
18 knew it, and offer d ＋ five Guineas to liſt, 2 


* 
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cuuſe he knew. your Door Mother »wob'd give the 
Hundred for your Diſcharge. (A Oy n 
D. There's a Dog mow — dem Doctor, oF 
ge vou Vother Half Crown, and tel} me chat this 
fame U will be hang de. 04 boibaud vi 1 ic 
ue, He's i in a much ganges u any Man in the 


B pren ot EM os bas woll as Hei 1vov n 
* There's yore Fee — bat you have forgot 


e eee eee 

Aue, You put the Stars in a Paſſion; [Looks on bi 
Books] But now they are pacify d een 
ſee, r | 
Bu NE. 

re. Realea, pray.” 7913 977 


Ber. I fay; no, 

Hi. That's [wonderful fringe bot no- 
thing is to me, ſuch wonderful Changes have 
Iten — Tbe Second, or Third, ay, the Third Cam- 
paign that make in Flanders, the Leg of a great 
Omicer will be ſhatter'd by a great Shot, you will be 
there accidentally, and with your Clea ver chop off the 
Limb at à Blow! In ſhort, the Operation will be per- 
form'd with ſo much Dexterity, that with general 
Applauſe vou will be eee of the 
whole Army. = 
Bu. Nay, for the matter of cutting of a Limb, l 
de't, Hl dot with any Surgeon in Earope ; but 1 have 
no Thoughts of making a Campaign. 
ire. You have n0 Thoughts what's matter for 
your Thought, eee and yon 
muſt go. 

: "But, The Stars decree it! hours pane? the Juſtices 
ca'nt preſs me. 

Kite. Nay, Friend, tis none of _ Buſineſs, J have 
done; only mind this, eee more an Hour and 
Ralf Try that's ally: n 
Bae. Hold, hold, Doctor. — What 

is the Place worth, pray? 
Kate." Fire hundred Pounds: a Year, beſides Guiness 
for Claps. 


12 . | ' Bu. 
: 
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But. Five hundred undes * ear An Haurnnd 
a Half hence, you ſay. nh wor M batoitultl 
Kite. Prithee, Friend, be quiet; don't be trouble- 
ſome, here's fuch a:Work. to make a Booby Butcher 
accept of Five hundred Pound a Year But if von 
muſt hear it ——— T't-tell you in ſhort, you ll be ſtand- 
ing in your Stall an Hour and an Half hence, and a Sen- 
tleman will come by with a Snuff box in his Hand, 
and the Tip of his Handkerchief hanging out of his 
right Pocket ; he'll ask you the Price of a Loin of Veal, 
and at the ſame time ftroak your 'great _ G4. the 
Head, and call him Chopper. 
But. Mercy on us! Chopper is the Dog's Name. 
Kite. Look'e there What I ſay is true 
Things that are to come, muſt come to paſs Get 


you 0 00K 
e Snivelling of your Mother and your Siſter 

Women always hinder Preſerment —— wake 
what Money you can, and follow that Gentleman, his 
— I Ss. 9. with a P, — mind that — There will 
be the Barber's Daughter too, that you promis d Mar- 
riage to — ſhe will be pulling and alu vou 
pieces. 

But. What ! know Sally too? He's the Devil, and 
he muſt needs go that the Devil drives. [Going.] The 
Tip of his Handkerchief out of his left Pocket 


none of the Man. 
Bat. Well, well, pl mind him. - 1 b. 
Plume. The right Pocket, — 
2 with bis Pocket» Bak. 


in Kite. J hear the ruſtling of Silks. be Fly, 
— tis a Malinda. $4380 

ve | £ Sat 

nd pe Menon e # Io 200 


cer Anne nr ve dart lay, Dac- 
d dito, 3818 30. 
| "Kite ae 0 much longer W 
imagne, | 


Ls 8 Au. 


— 


ſell off your Stock, don't mind the Whi- 


Kite. No, no, his right Pocket 3 if i be te le, "is. 


"Bis. Hebe, Chairs for the Ladies. ad. Br You! 


— — 


wü iorng O 

"Mel Nef UHH r 

Lite. For a Husband —- For Your part, Madam, 

von won't ſtay for a Husband. 1 Lacy. 
Lac. Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with the Star, 


of ns RTE: algae aha. 

in ſearch, J conſult che Stars; when the Affairs of Wo. 

* I adviſe wich wy Locher 
r 
M.. And have you rais'd the Devil upan my 

t? 
. Yes, Madam, Ae nder the Table. 
ad 8 Oh Heavens protect us | Dear Madam, let's e 


Kite If you be afraid of him, why do ou come to 
conſult him ? = 
Kg) Don't fear, Fool; do you think, Sir, that be 
1 Lam a Woman, Im to de fool'd out of thy 
; or frighted out of fy Senfes ? Come, they 
me this Devil. 
Kite. Hes He bu at rent ut when ek 


done: be thall Wait on you. X. 
Mel. What is he doing? WY here's 
"Kite. Writing your Name in kis Pocket Book. | 
_ Mel. Ha, ha! my Name! Pray, what have you | 

ae to do with my Name? very 
Kite. Loolce, fair Lady —— the Devil is a ven Affair 


. modeſt Perſon, he ſeeks no „ unleſs they (ey 14: 
- himfirft; he's chain'd en N r MEM. and can't , 4G, 

F. he be let looſe —— You come to er 
Fortune told Do you think, — 
can anſwer you of my own Head ? No, M 
« Air of Women are ſo irregular, that nothin 


Saf 
” = 10 


7 i 
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_ will you pleaſe to ſend your, Maid to 
NASN 311 9 
Lr. 1 fetch it ! the Devil feich me of L db. WA 
u Mu Name in, my, own Hand: writing !” that 
wou'd be convincing indeed. 
Kite. Seeing's R [@ges to. the Tall. lifts up 
E 8 N * 2. 155 15 > 
Bone, Si 's; your uare 
g of Paper, behold at e 
ö Mal. Tis Ends, my very Letters to a title, 

Luc. 'Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not ſo like 
your Hand neither; and now I look nearer, . Fe _— 
your Hand at all. 3 

Kite. Here's a Chamber maid now will out-lye the 
. | 
Luc. Look'e, Madam, they ſhan't impoſe upon us: 
people cart remember their Hands, no more. than 
they can their Faces Come, Madam, let us be 
certain, write your Name upon this Paper, then wel 


_ 'em. 
: [Takes out a Paper, and folds it. | 
. Any thing for your Satisfaction, Madam — 
here's Pen and Ink. 
[Melinda 4uriter, Lucy holds the Paper. 
Luc, Let me ſee it, Madam: tis the ſame — the 


very ſame. But I'll ſecure one Copy for my own 
ver! Affairs. | [ fide. 
.. This. is Demonſtration. | 


Lie. Tis fo, Madam — The Word Demonſtration 
comes L Deman the Father of Lies. 


Mel. Well, Doctor, I am conyinc'd ; and now, 
a= what; Account. can you. give of my future For- 
tune 7 ., 

Kite. Before the Sun has made one Courſe, rae 
this earthly, Globe, your Fortune will be fix'd for FO 
peck or Miſery, 

Mel. What |. 80. near the Criſis Kur Fate! 5 

Lie. Let me ſee —— About the Hour of Ten to- 
morrow Morning you will be ſaluted by a Gentleman, 
To. 9 come to * his Leave of Jou, being de. 
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'd. for Travel ; Bis Intention of going abroad i, 
„ and the Occaſion a Woman. Your Fortune 
and hi ny like the Bullet and the Barrel, one runs 
wo he Keen In boys if 2 Gentleman 
* a 1 be you will 

die beRiO d. cht wen, 1 ede Hare 

Mel. What fort of Man is he; 1 » | 
ie "Kite. Madam, he's à fine Gentleman, and a Lover; 
* a Man of very good Sete, and a very great 


Mel. How is that poſſible, Doftor ? Ho 
A. Becauſe, Madam becauſe it is fo — 
WE Yer Reaſon is dhe beſt for a Man“ $ being a 


Mel. Ten a- Clock, you fay ? 
Kite. Ten — — about the Hour of Tea drinking 
throughout the Ki 
© Mel. Here, Doctor. [Gives Mony.] Lucy, have you 
any Queſtions to ask ? 
Tuc. Oh, Madam b a thouſand. 
u. muſt beg your Patience till another Time; 
for 1 more Company this Minute; befides, | 
muſt dif the Gentleman under the Table. 
Tuc. O pray, Sir, diſcharge us firſt ! 
r. Pele, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. 
| | Freun Melinda and Lucy. 


8 Worthy and Plume. 
ie. Mr. Worthy, you were pla do wid me Joy j 
to-day, CONTINENTS 0 noms Wo Oatapremen — 1 
do mörrow. 
"We. Til make it the belt Complement to you that Vea 
F er if you 4 but J muſt be 2 wer 


4 eller, 
Et Ki. Ns fer than the Chap of the Channe), | | Loy 


E N * aps 101 of 41 Mo 
A Be Tt we” have" concerted already. K wy, 
Woe] Her ay ves dow profes' Midwily, BY tear 


267 2. #% *it 
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The Recnuit ing Officer. 73 
A n to : Ambuſcade. v1 J +0} 
110 * O \/ -[Exeunt Plume and Worthy. 


0 150 r Brazen,” Hil rern 
Brax. Your Servant, Servant, 7 my 3 
Kite. Stand off, i qiliar al 4 317 
Brax. Are you bewitch'd, my Dear? 
Kite. Ves, my Dear: but = is a, peaceable Spirit, 

and hates Gunpowder. _ Thus I fortify myſelf; ; [Draws 

a Circle round him.) and now, Captain, have a care 

how you force my Lines. | 
Brax. Lines , What doſt talk of Lines! You have 

ſomething. like a Fiſhing: rod there, indeed; but I come 
to be acquainted with you, Man. Wha" your 

Name, my Dear? | 
Kite. Conundrum. | 
Braz. Conundrum ! Rat me, I knew a famous Doc- 

tor in London of your Name — Where were you born? 
Kite. 1 was born in Algebra. 

Brax. Algebra ! "Tis. no Country in Cri ea 

Tm ſure, Je, 2" it be ſome Place in the High 

Scutland. 

Kite. Nl 1 told you I was bewitch'd... 

Brax. So am I, my Dear; I am going to be mar- 
yd I have bad two Leiters from a Lady of For- 
tune that loves me to Madneſs, Fits, Cholick, Spleen, 


* 


and Vapours al I marry her in wu and ben 
W a TY 

\ Ho: ee ee voy IN e 
- Brag. I ſhall ! . | 


Kite. Certainly : Ay, e or no. . 17 1 6 the 
Year and the Day of che Month when theſe Letters 


were dated. 


Braz. Why, you old Bitch, did you 5 hear of A 
' Love Letters dated with the Year. 152 pl the 
Month? Do you think Billet- Deux are like Pe ? 


T E722 gg ſo. good, 9 bat 
r ar you Bl 55, 
TE Contents ! 'T you ſhall, old bere tbey 


IT 1 Kite. | 
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Au Only. che laſt you receiv'd; if you pleaſe. { Tate, 
the Letter] Now, Sir; if you pleaſe. to let me conſult 
my Books for a ITU fend; this Letter, inclos'd 
to you with the Determination of the Stars upon it to 
ith Auen Hart gel mall gine kim -— 
[Pts his Hands in "has Pockets.) | Algebra! I fancy, 
Doctor, tis hard to calculate the Place of your Nati- 
vity — Here: — {Gives him Money,] And if I ſuc- 
ceed, II! build a Watch-Tower on the Top of the high 
eſt Mountain in Wales for the Study of Aſtrology, and 
the Sour the Conundrums. Tre” PS 


? Fuer Plume and Worthy: 

Vor. O Doctor! That Letters worth a ; Million, 
let me ſee it ; and now I have it, Tm afraid to open 
It. 

Plume. Pho ! let me ſee it; [Opening the Letter) 
If ſhe be a jilt, — Damn her, ſhe is one —— There's 
her Name at the Bottom ont. 

Nor, How! Then Þ'll travel in good earneſt —— 
Zy all my Hopes, tis Lucy's Hand. 

Plume. Lucy's! 

Wor. Certainly tis no more like Melinda's Cha- 
racter tban black is to white. 

_- Plume. Then tis certainly Lucy's Contrivance to 
draw in Brazen for a Husband — But are you ſure ts 
not Melinda's Hand ? 

War. You ſhall ſee ; where's the bit of Paper I gave 
you juft now that the Devil writ Mende gpon ? 

Kite. Here, Sir. 

Plume. Tis plain they re not the . ; and ; is ; thi 
the malicious Name that was ſubſcribed to the Letter, 
which made Mr. Ballance ſend his Daughter into the 
—— 8 2 | 

= The vety. fame, the other Fragments ts ert { 
you juſt now. I once intended it for another Uſe, bu I hal 
I chink I have turn'd it now to a better Advantage. Army 


Plan lowan 


E Far agree 
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Plume. But twas barbarons'to conceal this ſo long. 
and to continue me ſo many Hours in the pernicious 
Hereſ/ of believing gels voor? Creature 2 
change: Poor Sykvia ! 2 % on 

War. Rich Htvia you mean, and poor Captain, tn 
ha; ha, _ — ——11— 
true, And ſhall be mine; nenn ; 
be yours. - 

Plume. No, ſhe's above my Hopes ——But for her 
fake I'll recant my Opinion of her Sex. . 


By fome the Sex is blasse avithout Dag. 2 


Light harmleſs Cenſure, ſueb as your's and mine, 

Sallies of Wit,” and Yapours of our Wine. 

Others the Fuftice of” the Sex condemn, N 
And wwanting' Merit to create Efleem, | 8 

Mou d bide their own Defe&#; by cens'ring them. 

But they ſeeure in their all congu ring Charms, 
Laugh at the'wain E forts of falſe Alarm-; 


He magnifies their Conqueſts who complains, 
For none <vou/ . Proggle« were en not in Chains. 


n 
825 The Bd of the frurth ACT. u 
WR Des l E e 2 
ond... 7 on 1 v. V e 
wh 580 E N E, Juſt ice Ballance s "Houſe! | 
" 8 * Enter Ballance and Scale. Og . 


Scale. Say, "tis not to be born, Mr. FS ang 

'Ball.:Look'e, Mr. Scale, for my own — 
I ſhall be very tender in what regards the Officers of the 
Army ; they expoſe their Lives to ſo many Dangers ſor 
us abroad, that we may give them ſome Grains of Al- 
lowance at home. 


Scale. 
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Scale. Allowance ! 'Fhis poor Girl's Father is my 
Temut ; and if I miſtake not, her Mother nurſt 2 
Child for you———Shall they debauch. our Daughters 
to our Faces ? 
Ball. Conſider, Mr. Scale, that: ror it not for 
the Bravery of theſe Officers, we ſhould have French 
Dragoons among us, that wou'd leave us neither Li. 
berty, Property, Wives nor Daughters Come, 
Mr. Scale, the Gentlemen are vigorous. and warm, 
and may they continue ſo ; the ſame Heat that fiir 
them up to Love, ſpurs them on to Battle. You ne- 
ver knew a great General in your Life, that did not 
love, a Whore. This I only ſpeak in Reference to 
Captain Plume — for nnn 
nothing of. | 

Scale. Nor can i hea of any body that does — 0) 


Enter Sylvia, Bullock, Roſe, Priſoners Confable and 


: Can. May it pleaſe: your mae x we took them 
in the very Act, rc infecta, Sir The Gentleman, 


indeed, behav'd himſelf like a Gentleman; for he drew 
his Sword and ſwore, and afterwards laid it down and 
Taid nothing. 

Ball. Give the Gentleman his Sword again —— 
Wait you without, [ Exeunt Conflable and Watch.) I'm 
ſorry, Sir, [Je Sylvia. ] to know-a Gentleman upon 
ſuch Terme, that the Oceaſion of our meeting ſhodld 
prevent the Satisfaction of an Acquaintance. 

l. Sir, you need make — for yout War- 
rant, no more than I ſhall do for my Behaviour — 
— is * an e eee 


D 


$3450"1 vm 
Sl. No, Mr. Gooſecap,/ ſhe ſeduc'd me. 


- Ball $0 he dids Tear ——— for the prop 


Bal. 


* 
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Ball. What] chen roa dry Child?! 
u hö Jon ausfüm 1 1 N 
Boſe eim eslaly Bobrdins? — | 
Ball. Who was Witneſs ? 

Bull. That was I —=— I-danc'd; threw: * Stocking, 
and ſpolce Jokes by their Bedſide, — 10 54. 
Ball. Who was the MiniſtefFF Tü 38 
Bull. Miniſter! We are Soldiers, And: want ho > Mi- 
niſter "They were marry*d by the Articles of 

War. 
Ball. Hold thy prating, Fool —— Your Appearance,” 
dir, promiſes ſome mn pray wane 1 
Fellow'mean'? * > 

S.. He means Marriage, 1 . thad'you: 
know is ſo odd a thing, that hardly any two People 
under the Sun agree in the Ceremony; ſome make it 
a Sacrament, others a Convenience, and others make 
it a Jeſt ; but among Soldiers tis moſt facred ———- 
Our Sword, you know, is our Honour, that we lay 
down —— The Hero jumps over it firſt, and the Ama · 
ꝛon after — — Leap Rogue, follow Where 
The Dram beats a Ruff, and fo to Bod ; thats a, the 
Ceremony is conciſe; '* | 

Bull. And the prettieſt 3 Þ full of Patine 
and Prodi gality —— * 

Ball. Whas! Are you a Soldier? - © 

Bull. Ay, that I am —— Will your Worſhip lend me 
your Cane, and I'll ſhew-you how I can-exercile. - 5 

Ball. Take it, [Strikes bim over" the- Goat: 
dir, what Commiſſion may you bear? [ . 

OY I am call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Gocke. -men, 
Drawers, Whores, and Groom-porters in Londow ; for 
| wear a red Coat, a Sword, a Hat bien troufſee, ' a 
Martial Twiſt in my Cravat, oi my Peri- 
ig, a Cane upon my Button, Piquet in my Head, and 
Dice in my Pocket. 5 dials 

Scale. Your Name, pray Sir? h iA 07x46 

91. Captain Pings: L cock” my Hat with a boch: 
| take Snuff with a Pinch, pay my Whores _ 


18 We Retiviting Officer” 
Finch; in ſhort,” I can do any” thing at 2 Pinch, but 
6ighe and fill my Belly. 

Ball. And pray, Sir, what brought you into Sr 
Hire d | 

--$yt; A Pinch,” Sir: I knew you Country Gentlemen 
want Wit, and you know that we Town Gentlemen 
want Money, and fo 

Ball. I underſtand you, Sir — Here, Conſtable — 


* Conſtable. 
Take this Gratleman into Cuſtody till farther O 


ders. 
Roſe. Pray your Wo in don't be uncivil to him, for 
moſt harmleſs Man i in the 


he did me no hurt; he's t 
World, for all he talks . | 
- Seale; Come, come, Child, TIl take care of you. 
Sy. What, Gentlemen, rob me of my Freedom and 
my Wife at 'once ! 'Tis the firſt time they ever wen 
together. | 
Ball. Henle, Conſtable. e [Vipers hin, 
— I tall be done, Sir Cong: Sit 
[Exeunt Conſtable; 2 and Sylvia, 
Ball. Came, Mr. — we'll RN the Spark 
5 EN 


scRNN, Melinde's Apartment. 


| "Enter Melinda ad Worthy. 
Met. So ſur the Prediction is right, tis ten exif 
[4fde.) And pray, — how long have you been in th 
travelling Humour? 

er. Tn natural, Madam, for us to avoid x 
. diſturbs our Quiet. 

Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which, 1 is 
natural, may be the occaſion' of it. 
Vor. To be ſute, Madam, e abe Chai 
; elle teither you wor I'fhbu'd be fo fond — 
Mel. You miſtake, Mr: Worthy, I am not ſo f 
of Vary as 19 brd for, nor de I think iP 


pI? y*t 3:45 


- 
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dence in you to run yourſelf into a certain b 
and Danger, in hopes of precarious Pleaſure, which 
at beſt never anſwers Expectation; as 'tis evident from 
the Example of moſt Travellers, that long more to 
return to their own e than they did to go a- 
broad. 

Wor. What Pleaſures I may receive abroad are indeed 
uncertain ; but this I am ſure of, I ſhall meet with leſs 
Cruelty among the moſt barbarous of Nations, than I 
have found at home. fig 

Mel. Come, Sir, you and I have been jangling a great 
while ; I fancy if we made up our Accounts, we ſhou'd 
the ſoaner come to an Agreement. 

Wor. Sure, Madam, vou won't diſpute your being 
in my Debt My Fears, Sighs, Vows, Promiſes, 
\(iduities,, Anxieties, Jealoufies, have run on ſor a 
zhole Year without any Payment. 

Mel. A Year! Oh Mr. Worthy! What you owe to 
ne 15 not to be under a ſeven Years Servitude: 
mo ou uſe me the Year before? when taking 
: of my Innocence and Neceſſty, vou 
| yea made me your Miſtreſe, that is, your 
lave—— Remember the wicked Inſinuations, artful 
baits, deceitful Arguments, cunning Pretences; then 

Behaviour, looſe Ex „ familiar 


our i 


tters, rude. Viſits ; remember thoſe, thoſe, Mr. War- 


12 I do remember, and am. ſorry made no bet 
IX . — (a4 


turing Airs, and behave yourſelf handfomly till 

E over; t. I'll aſe you as a Gen- 
1-{hov'd be. re MO eee oY ner 

In Anich: 1 ob ba „dt ban of es wine 6 


Jen 2 = 


* 
ms 
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\ Wer. And if I don't uſe you as n Gentlewoman ſhou'd 
be; may "this be my Poiſon. 4 1 N a Hard, 


Dando 8 149 Wer e & 1 
Ser. Madam, the Coach is at the Door. 


> Mel. Lam going to Mr. Ballanct . 
ſee my Couſin Sue; I have done her an Injury, a 


can't be eaſy till I have aſk'd her Pardon. 
Wir. neren waiting ot 


| ge” 
Met. My: Coach is full; but if you will: be f gal me, a 
lant as to mount your own Hotſes and follow us, wel build 
ſhall be glad to be overtaken 3 and if you bring Cap Pu 
tain: Plume with you, we nd have the worle Rs houſe.! 
ception. 
Mor. TIl endeavour it. n. hading del Bra 


SCENE, The lieu lu. 


Bra 

Enter Plume and Kite. " 715 

Flut. A Baier, a Taylor, a Smith, Bubcker, Co Ire: 
penters, and Journemen.Shoemakers, in all Thirty. nie- Pla 


I believe the firſt Colony planted in Virginia had nt 
more Trades in their Company than I have in mine. 
Lit. The Butcher, Sir, . 
for we have two Sheep ſtealers among us—— I | 
of a an, dal 
Horſes. 
Flame. Wel diſpoſe. of. TR among dhe Dray 
Have we never a Poulierer among us? 
te. Yes, Sir, the Kia che Oikos i aw 
— een lee 801 Te 
ur key —— re 90 0 
| look after the Men. [Exit 


Enter Brazen, e nd 
; Ins. Um, am; um, e 
um, very well — My dear Plume! Give4 
. A Nel on 10 


NN \ YL 
. * 2 
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Plane. Half a ſcore, if you will, my Dear: What 
haſt got in thy Hand, Child? 
Brax. "Tis a Project for _—_ out a thouſand 
Pound. oo 287 IE el 2800 3d fte 
a Plume. Were it not requiſite o projet firſt how 1 to 
mi in?! n 
Fits. You can't imagine, my Dear; that £; want 
1 WY tventy thouſand Pound; I have ſpent: twenty times as 
much in the Service Now, my Dear, pray adviſe 
ee, my Head runs much upon Architecture, ſhall I 
+8 build a Privateer or a Play-houſe ? 
WM Plume. An odd Queſtion —— Privateer or a Play- 
«Mouſe! Till require ſome Conſideration —— Faith, 
I'm for a Privateer. 
Brax. I'm not of your Opinion, my Dear for in 
the firſt place a Privateer may be ill built. 
Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 
Brax. But a Privateer may be ill mann'd ! 
Plume. And fo may a Play-houſe. 
Brax. But a Privateer may run upon the Shallows. 
Plume. Not fo often as a:-Play-houſe;- ' - 
=_— Bur you Know a Privateer may fpring 


| Phone. And B know a Play-houſo may ſpring a great 
12 Bat Guppaſe the Privateer come home with a 
1 Booty, we ſhould never agree about our Shares. 
Plane. Tis juſt fo in a Play-houſe ——— So, ur 
dvice, you ſhall fix upon a Privateer 
ere Agreed — But if this en thoukad Pound 
uld not be in Specie —— 
1 What twenty thouknd „ r X 
Braz. Heark'e. | lier. 
Plume. Marry'd! 

— Prefetitly, we're to meet about half a Mile out 
5 the Water · ſide and ſo forth ¶ Reads ] 
3 oould be known by amy of Worthy; Friends, 
u muſt give me leave to wear my Ma till after the 
remony, beck will make me for ever yours mp” 

: 'E 
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Locbee there, my dear Dog. | [Shews the, bottom of K 


the Leiter to Plume. 
Plume. Melinda And by this Light, her own Hand! 
Once more, if you pleaſe, my Pawel Hand ex ex. 
ally ! — Juſt now, you ſay? 7 
Brax. This Minute I muſt be gone. 
"Plume. Have a little Patience, and TU 90 with 


Bras. No, no, I ſee a Gentleman coming this way, 


that may be inquiſitive; "tis Worthy, do you know 
Him ? 

Plume. By fight only. 

Braz. Have a care, the very Eyes v7; JED Secrets 


xi 
Enter Worthy. | 

Wer. To Boot and Saddle, Captain; you muſt mount. 

Plume. Whip and Spur, Worthy, or you wont 
Mount. 

Wer. But I ſhall: Melinda and I are agreed ; ſhe 

gone to viſit Sylvia, we are to mount and follow ; and 

cou'd we carry a Parſon with us, who knows wn p;, 


might be dot for us both ? ſiting 
Plume. Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has & 
cur'd a Parſon already. SCE 
Wer. Already Do yob know.more than I ge. 


Plume. Yes, I faw it under her Hand —— Brow 
and the are to meet half a Mile hence at the Waterſide 
there to-take Boat, I ſuppoſe to be Ferry'd over to d 
Ehfran Fields, if there be any ſuch thing in Mavi pon t. 
mony. 

Por. I parted with Melinda juſt now, ſhe aſſurd hh; rig 
| the hated Brazen, and that ſhe refolv'd to diſcard l 
for daring to write Letters to him in her Name. ; 

Phume. Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lacy in this ; 
4 8 ye, I aw Melindk's Hand, ſurely as thi Ca 


Mor. But I tell F 
Ballance's Country- houſe 


Plin 


- 
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Plume. But I tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to the 
Water-fde. 


Enter Servant. 
fer Madam Melinda has ſent word, that you need 
not trouble yourſelf to follow her, becauſe her Journey 
to Juſtice Ba/lance's is put off, and ſhe's gone to take 
the Air another way. [To Worthy. 
Wor. How ! her Journey put off! 
Plume. That is, her Journey was a put-off to you, 
Wor. Tis plain, plain —— But how, * when 
is ſhe to meet Brazen ? 
Plume. Juſt now, I tell you, half a Mile hence, at 
the Water-fide. 
Wor. Up or down the Water ? 
Plume. That I don't knew. 
Wer. I'm glad my Horſes are ready Tack, get 
'em out. 
Plume. Shall I go with you? 
Wor. Not an Inch ] ſhall return preſently. 


[Exit. 
Plume. You'll find me at the Hall; the Juſtices are 
ltting by this time, and I muſt attend them. | 


SCENE, A Court of Fuftice: Ballance, Scale, and 
Scruple hen the Bench : Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 


Kite and Conſtable advance forward. . 
' Kite. Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gentlemen 
pon the Bench? 
nf. He in the middle is Juſtice Ballance, he on 
de right is Juſtice Scale, and he on the left is Juſtice 
jeraple, and I am Mr. Conftable; four very honeſt Gen- 
emen. 
Kite. O dear Sir! I am your moſt obedient Servant : 
daluting the Conſtable.) i fancy, Sir, that your Em- 
jloyment and mine are much the fame; for my Bu- 
teſs is to keep People in order, and if they diſobey, 
d knock em down; and then we are both Staff- 


Micers, 
4 Conf. 


— — . — - : 
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Conf. Nay, I'm a Serjeant myſelf —— of the Mi. 
litia Come, Brother, you ſhall ſee me exerciſe; 
Suppoſe this a Muſket : Now I am ſhoulder'd. 

[ Puts his Staff on's right Shoulder, 4 

Kite. Ay, you are ſhoulder'd pretty well for a Con- {a 
ſtable's Staff; but for a Muſket, you muſt put it on the out 


other Shoulder, my Dear. Inc 
Conſt. Adſo! that's true Come, now give the WW ir 
Word of Command. dru 
Kite. Silence. J 
Conf. Ay, ay, ſo we will —— We will be ſilent. ſhip 
Kite. Silence, you Dog, Silence! Pari 


[Serikes him over his Head with bis Halber t - 5 

Conſt. That's the way to ſilence a Man with a wit WW ou 
neſs —— What d'ye mean, Friend ? Wif 
Kite. Only to exerciſe you, Sir. $, 
Conf. Your Exerciſe differs ſo much from ours, that B 
we ſhall ne'er agree about it; if my own Captain hu do 1 


given me ſuch a Rap, I had taken the Law of him, * 
| | Enter Plume. Partr 
Ball. Captain, you're welcome. By 
Plume. Gentlemen, I thank you. ſhall 
Scru. Come, honeſt Captain, fit by me. [Plume the F 
aſcends, and fits upon the Bench.) Now produce you Ser 
Priſoners Here, that Fellow there — ſet him y #7; 
wipe Mr. Conflable, what have you to ſay againſt thi ”* a 
3 | ou a 
Conft. I have nothing to ſay againſt him, an pleak * 


u. 

7. No! what made you bring him hither ? 
Conſt. I don't know, an pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Scale. Did not the Contents of your Warrant dire 

you what ſort of Men to take up? 
Cn. I can't tell, an pleaſe ye; I can't read. 

| Seru. A very pretty Conſtable truly find 
have no Buſineſs here. 

_ Kite. May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, I det 

to be heard in this Caſe, as being Counſel for 

Queen. p 

4” | 
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Ball. Come, Serjeant, vou ſhall be heard, ſince no 
Bf aii wiipeak 3 we won't come here for no- 
thin N bf ants e ö 
A, This Man ; is but one e Man, tie Comtry. = 
ſpare him, and the Army wants him; beſides, he's cut 
out by for a Grenadeer 3 he's five. Foot ten 
Inches high; he ſhall box, wreſtle, - or dance the Che- 
Hire Round with any Man in the Country; be gets 
drunk every Sabah Day, and he beats his Wife. : 
Wife. You lie, Sirrah, you lie, an pleaſe your Wor- 
ſhip, he's the beſt natur d. Pains-raking'ſt Man in the 
Parifh, witneſs my, five: poor Children. 
| | Serv. A Wiſe! and five Children l _ You Conftable, 


boa Rogue, how durit you impreſs a Man that has 2 
Wiſe and five Children? 


Scale. - Diſcharge him,.. diſcharge him. 

Ball. Hold, Gentlemen — Heark'e, Friend. how 
do you maintain your Wife and five Children? 

Plume. They live upon Wild-Fowl and Veniſon, Sir3 


the Husband keeps a Gun, and Kills all the Hares and 
Partridges within five Mile round. 


Ball. A Gun nax;,/if he be o good at Gunning, he 
ſhall have enough ont. — He may be of aſa againſt 
the French, for he ſhoots: flying | to be ſure. 

Sern. But his: Wiſe and Children, Mr. Ballance ! 

Wife. Ay, ay, that's the Reaſon you wou'd ſend 
him away, you know I have a Child every Year,” and 
| RE they ſhould come upon the Pariſh at 


T4 1 Look'e there, Gentlemen; the honeſt Woman 
it at once, the Pariſh had better maintain 
8 than ſix or ſeven the next: 
Tha Fellow, upon this high F code may. get you 
two or three Beggars at a Burth. | + | 
Wife, Look'e, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh mall get no 
thing. by ſei 77 Lande Bit 
Teeming-time, if there be a Man leſt in the Pariſh. 


Ball. Send that Woman to the Houſe of Correftion, 
und the Man — | 


Vol. I. M | Kite. 


at 
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Kite. mate you eaſd. - 

[Takes him dow, 
Scale, Here, you Conftable, the next—- Bet up that * 
black · fac d Fellow, he bas a Gun powder Look ; what 
can you fay againſt this Man, Conſtable ? 

Conft. Nothing, but that he is a very honeſt Man. 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt 
Man in my Company, for the Novelty's fake. 

Ball. What are you, Friend? 

Mob. A Collier, I work in the Cole pits. 

Serv. Look'e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Trade, 
nd the Act of Parliament here expreſſes, that we are 
to impreſs no Man that has any viſible Means of a Live- 
lihood. 

Kite. . pry your Werſkips, this Man has no 
vifible — a Livelihood, for be works under 
Ground. 

Plume. Well ſaid, Kite ; beJdes the Army wan 
Miners. 

Ball. Right, and had we an Order of Government 
for't, we cou'd raiſe you in this and the neighbouring 
County of Stafford, five hundred Colliers that wou'd 
run you under-ground like Moles, and do more der- 
re Wal all the Miners in the Army. 

2 Well, n 1 have yu WP for you 


— Tm marry'd. 

Vite. Lack-a-day, fo am I. 

Mob. Here's my Wife, poor Woman. 
Ball. Are you marry'd, good Woman? 
Nun. Im marry'd in Conſcience. 
Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's wich Chil 
Conſcience. 


Scale. Who marry'd you, Miftreſs ? 
Men. My Hasband »——— we agreed that I ſhou' 
call him Husband, to avoid. paſſing for a Whore ; ab 
_=_ OI Was, ery OY 
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Scru. A very pretty Couple ! prav, Ca in, will you 
36 as n y 


Plume. What ſay you, Mr. Kite, will you txke care | 


of the Woman ? 


Kite. Ves, Sir, ſhe ſhall go with us to the Sea ſide, 
and there, if ſhe has a Mind to drown herſelf, well 
take care that no body ſhall hinder her. 

Ball. Here, Conſtable, bring in my Man. Exit 
Conſtable.] Now Captain, P11 fit you with a Man, ſuch 
as you ne er liſted in your Life. [Enter Conſtable and 
Sylvia. O ! my Friend Pinch, I'm very glad to fee 

ou. 1 
f Sl. Well, Sir, and what then? 


Scale. What then! Is that your Reſpet to the 
Bench ? 


H.. Sir, I don't care a Farthing for you nor your 
Bench neither. 
Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, that's enough, he's a very 
impudent FeHow, and fit for a Soldier. 


_— A notorious Rogue, 1 ſay, and very fit for 
ier 

Conf. A Whore-maſter, 1 fay, and therefore 2 to 
5% % What think you, Captain? 


ſore fit to ſerve. 


$y/. Me for a Soldier ! ſend your own lazy, lubberly 
Sons at home; Fellows that hazard their Necks every 
Day in the Purſuit of a Fox, yet dare ie peep abroad 
to look an Enemy in the Face. 

Confl. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, I 1 a Woman 
R the Door to ſwear a Rape againſt this Rogue. 

' If. 4— your * or Daughter, Booby ? Traviſh'd 
'em 


Ball. Pray, . read the Articles of War, well 
ſee him lifted immediately. 


Plume. I Read. Articles of War inſt Mutiny and 
. 9 Fe 


Hl. Hold, Sir, — Ones more, -Gentomba, have a 
Gre what you do, for nu ſhall ſeverely ſmart for any 


Violence 


Plume. I think he's a very pretty Fellow, mit 
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Violence you offer to me ; and you, Mr. Ballance, 1 

—_ to you particularly, you ſhall heartily repent it. 
lune. Look'e, young Spark, ſay but one Word 

more, and I'll build a Horſe for you as high as the 

Cieling,- and make you ride the molt tireſome Journey 

that ever you made in your Life. 

Sy/. You have made a fine Speech, good Captain 
Huffeap ;, but,you had better be quiet, I ſhall find a 
Way to cool your Courage. 
une. Pray, Gentlemen, don't mind him, he's diſ- 


_- $yl. Tis falſe I am deſcended of as good a 
Family as any in your County ; my Father is as good 
a Man as any upon your Bench, and I am Heir to 
twelve hundred Pound a Year. 
Ball. He's certainly mad —— Pray, Captain, rad 
the Articles of War. 
Sz]. Hold once more — Pray, Mr. 1 to you 
oO — ſuppoſe I were your Child, wou'd you uſe 
me at this rate? 
Ball. No, faith, were you mine, I wou'd ſend you 
to Bedlam firſt, and into the Army afterwards. 
Fyl. But conſider my Father, Sir, he's as good, 2 
_ generous, as brave, as juſt a Man as ever ſerwd his 
Country; l'm his only Child, perhaps * Loſs of me 
N _— break his Heart. 

Ball. He's a very great Fool if iz does ; Captain, i 
* lit him this Minute, I'll leave the Court. 
Plume. Kite, do you diſtribute the Levy- Money to 

the Men while I read. | | 
te. Ay, Sir — Silence, Gentlemen. | 
[Plume reads the Articles of War 
Ball. Very well; now, Captain, let me beg the 
8 of you, not to diſcharge this Fellow upon ar) 
account whatſoever. Bring in the reſt. 
”_ There are no more, an't pleaſe your Wor- 


"Ball No more ! there were fre yo Hour ago 
| g. 
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. Tis true, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conſtable let 
the reſt eſcape for a Bribe of eleven Shillings a Man, 
becauſe, he Fd, the AR allow'd him but ten, ſo the 
odd Shilling was clear Gains, 

All Jul. How ! 

S.. Gentlemen, he offer'd to let me go away for two 
Guineas, but I had not ſo much about me ; this is 
Truth, and Pm ready to ſwear it. 


Kite. And I'll ſwear it; give me the Book, tis ior 
the good of the Service. 

Mob. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I gave bim half 
a Crown to fay that I was an honeſt Man; but now, 
ſince that your Worſhips have made me a Rogue, 1 
hope I ſhall have my Money again. | 

Ball. Tis my Opinion, that this Conſtable be put 
into the Captain's Hands, and if his Friends don't bring 
four good Men for his Ranſom by to-morrow Night, 
— Captain, you ſhall carry him to Flanders. 

Scale. Scruple. Agreed, a ! | 

Plume. Mr. Ev ke * Gade into Cuſtody. 

Kite. Ay, ay, —— Sir, [To the Conſtable.] Wil 
you pleaſe to have your Office taken from you ? Or 
will you handſomely lay down your Staff, as your 
_ have done before you ? [Conſtable drops his 

of. 

Ball. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great Cere- 
mony in adjourning this Court- Captain, you ſhall 
dine with me. 
to Kite. Come Mr. Militia Serjeant, I ſhall ſilence you 

now, I believe, without your taking the Law of me. 


[Exeunt omnes. 


"  SCENR, The Fields,  *. 
af Enter Brazen, leading in Lucy mast d. 


Brax. The Boat is juſt below here. 


Enter Worthy with @ Caſe of Piſtols under his Arm, 
Mor. Here, Sir, take your Choice. 
[Going between em, and offering them. 
M 3 Brax. 


2 


ule Piſtols, the Sword is my Way 
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Bras. What! Piſtols ! are they charg'd, my Dear? 
Wor. With a Brace of Bullets each. 

Brax. But I'm a Foot Officer, my Dear, and never 
and I won't be 


put out of my Road to pleaſe any Man 


er. Nor | neither; ſo have at you. 


[ Cocks one Piſtol. 
Brax. Lock'e, my Dear, I don't care for Piſtols — 


Fray, oblige me, and let us have a Bout at Sharps; 


dam it, there's no parrying theſe Bullets. 
Wor. Sir, if you ha'n't your Belly fall of theſe, the 


"Swords \hall come in for coed 'Courle. 


Braz. Why then, Fire and Fury.! I have eaten 
Smoak from the Mouth of a Cannon, Sir; don't 
think I fear Powder, for I live upon't. Let me ſee: 


[Takes ove} And now, Sir, how many Paces diſtant 


hall we fire? 
Vor. Fire you when you n Shot 


till J am ſure of you. 


Brax. Come, where's your Cloak ? 
Wer. Cloak | what dye mean? 
Brax. To fight upon; Lalways 6ght upon a Cloak, 
Jing gone 

Luc. Come, Gentlemen, Fl end the Strife. 


LU 
We. Lucy } take her. 
Bras. The Devil take me if I do ——— Hurza! 
Fires his Piſtel.} D'ye hear, d'ye hear, you plaguy 
| „ how thoſe Bullets while; ſuppoſe they had 
been eig in wy Gizard now ! | 
Luc. Pray, Sir, pardon me. 

Dax. I can't tell, Child, till I know whether my 
Money be ſafe. [Searching bis Pockets } Yes, — 
do parden you, but if I had you in the Ro/e Tavem, 
Covent- Garden, with three or four hearty Rakes, and 
three or four {mart Napkins, I wou'd tell you anothe 
ts my Dear. | [Exit 


Wer, 
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Wir. And was Melinda privy to this? 

Luc. No, Sir, ſhe wrote her Name upon a piece 
of Paper at the Fortune-teller's laſt Night, which I 
put in my Pocket, and ſo writ above it to the Cap- 


tain. 
Wor. And how came Melinda's Journey put off ? 
Luc. At the Town's-end ſhe met Mr. Ballance's 
Steward, who told her, that Mrs. Sylvia was 
from her Father's, and no body could tell whither: 
War. Sylvia gone from her Father's! This will be 
News to Plume. Go home, and tell your Lady how 
near I was being ſhot for her. [Exeunt.. 


_ Enter Ballance with a Naphin in bis Hand, as riſen ' 
from Dinner, and Steward. e 
Stew. We did not miſs her till the Evening, Sir; 

and then ſearching for her in the Chamber that was 

my young Maſter's, we found her Cloaths there ; but 
the Suit your Son left in the Preſs, when he went 
to Lenden, was gone. 

Ball. The White trim'd with Silver? 

- Ctew, The lame. | 

*. 8 Yau ha'n't told that Circumſtance to any 

7 - ry | | 
Stew. To none but your Worſhip. Yah 

.. Ball, And be ſure you don't; go into the Dining · 

Room, and tall Captain Plume that I beg to ſpeak 
Stew, I ſhall —— [Exits 
Ball. Was ever Man ſo impos'd upon? I had her 

Promiſe, indeed, that ſhe wou'd never diſpoſe of her: 

elf without my Conſent. I have conſented with a 

Witre(s, given her away as my Act and Deed —<— 

And this, I warrant, the Captain thinks will paſs; no, 

| ſhall never pardon him the Villany, firſt of robbing 

me of my Daughter, and then the mean Opinion 
he muſt have of me, to think that I cou'd be fo 
wetchedly impos d upon; her extravagant Paſſion 

m ght encourage her in the Attempt, but the Contri- 

| 4 vance 
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vance muſt be his + — I'll a the * pre. 
ſently.— f 

Enter Plume. 
Pray, Captain, what have you done with your young 
Gentleman Soldier ? 

Plume. He's at m arter's, I ſu ſe, with the 

ro of 7 Men y Q ppo 
he k —_— with 2 common 
Soldiers ? 1 
/ Plume. No, he rally with me. 
Ball. He lies with you, I preſume. 

Plume. No, 'faith, | offe1'd him part of my Bed. 
but the Rogue fell in Love with Rofe, and has 
lain with her, I think, fince ſhe came to Town. 
Ball. So chat berween you both, Roje has been finely 
manag d. 

Plume. Upon ay Honour, Sir, the had no harm 
from me: | 

Ball. AlPs fafe, I find — Now, Captain, you muſt 
know, that the young Fellow's Impudence in Court 
was well grounded; he faid I ſhould heartily repent 
kis being liſted; and ſo I do from my Soul. | 

Plane. Ay } for what Reaſon ®* + 

Ball. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he was, 
born of as good a Family as any in this County, and he 
is Heir to twelve hundred Pound a Year. 

Plume. I'm very glad to hear it For I wanted 
but a Man of that Quality to make my Company 
|< TIER Zoe ou Wenn of Ex 


. 
Ball. Won't you diſcharge him? 1 
- Plume. Not under a hundred Pound Sterling. 
© Bell. You ſhall have it, for his Father is my int: 
mate Friend. | 
Plume. Then you ſhall have him for nothing. 
Ball. Nay, Sir, you ſhall have your Price. 
' Plume. Not a Penny, Sir; 1 value an Obligation 
pou * above an hundred _— 1 1 
all 


— 
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Ball. Perhaps, Sir, you ſha'n't repent your Generoſity 
— Will you pleaſe to write his Diſcharge in my Pocket- 
book? [Gives his Book.) In the mean time, we'il ſend 
for the Gentleman. Who waits there ? 


Enter Servant. 

Go to the Captain's Lodging, and enquire for Mr. 
Wilful,” tell him his Captain wants him here di- 
ately. 
Ser. Sir, the Gentleman's below at FR Dean en- 
quiring for the Captain. 

Plume. Bid him come * Here $ the Diſcharge, 
.-'< 

Ball. _ I thank you ——'T's plain he had no 


hand in't [Alde. 


Enter Sylvia. 

$;2. I think, Captain, you might have us'd me bet- 
ter than to leave me yonder among your ſwearing, 
drunken Crew; and you, Mr. Juſtice, might have been 
ſo civil as to have invited me to Dinner, for I have 
eaten with as good a Man as your Worſhip. 

Plume. Sir, you muſt charge our want of Reſpect 
upon our Ignorance of your Quality - but now” you 
are at Liberty — I have Gicharg's you: 

Hl. Diſcharg'd me ! 


Ball. Yes, Sir, and you muſt once mote 8⁰ > home to 


your Father. | \ 
0 // My Father ! Then L am diſcover'd — Oh, Sir, 
WIA] I expect no Pardon. 


Eg WR Ball. pardon ! No, no, Child, your Crime ſhalt 
Nee your Puniſhment 3: here Captain, deliver her o- 
yer to the Conjugal Power for her Chaſtiſementi: 
once ſhe will be a Wife, be you a Husband, a wg 
uband — when ſhe tells you of her Love, apbraid. 
with her Folly ; be modiſhly' argrateful, becauſe 
de has been unfaſhionably kind, and uſe her wörſe 
han you wou'd any Body elſe, becatſe you ce uſe 
on wer ſo well as ſne deſerves. LH! 


Bel M 5 P lama 


' 
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Plume. And are you Sylvia in good earneſt ? | 
Sl. Earneſt ! I have gone too far to make it a [eft, anc 


Sir ? Fri 
Plume. And do you give her to me in good ear- * 
nelt ? 
Ball. If you pleaſe to take her, Sir. whe 


Plume. Why then I have ſav'd my and Arms, ſha” 
and loſt my Liberty; ſecure from Wounds, I am pre. 
rar'd for the Gout ; farewel Subſiſtence, and welcome 
Taxes —— Sir, my Liberty, and hopes of being a 
General, are much dearer to me than your twelve hun- 
dred/Pound a Year — But to your Love, Madam, [ 
relign my Freedom, and to your Beauty my Ambition 
— greater in obeying at your Feet, than command- 

ing at the Head of an Army. 


Enter Werthy. 
Wor. Ian ſorry to hear, Mr. Ba/lance, that your 
is loſt. 
Bail. So am not I, Sir, fince an honeſt Gentlemas 
"has found her. 


32 Fueter Melinda. | 

Mel. Pray, Mr. Ballance, what's become of my 
Couſin Hive 

Ball. Your Couſin Gleis is talking yonder wil 
your Couſin Plume. 

Mel and Wor. How ! -* Satta 44 
Do you think it ſtrange, Couſin, that a Woman 
er Ne 
that has procreded from Conftancy 3. I alter'd my out 
Ade, becauſe I was the ſame within; and only laid 
erer wake fat Gag ne ther) of 

; r San 
Your Hiftory i» a Little Romamick,;. Couſin; 
cs Sucrefs bas crown your Adventures, yo 
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Plume. That Injury, Madam, was done to me, 
and the Reparation I expect ſhall be made to my 
Friend; make Mr. Worehy lappy, and I ſhall be fa- 

tify'd. 

10 % A good Example, Sir, will go a great way — 
when my Couſin is pleas'd to ſurrender, tis probable I 
ſha'n't hold out much longer. 


Enter Brazen. 
Brax. Gentlemen, I am yours —— Madam, I an 


net yours, 
Mel I'm glad on't, Sir. 
Bras. So am [ You have got a pretty Houſe 


here, Mr. Laconick. 
Ball. *Tis time to right all Miſtakes — My Name, 
Sir, is Ballance. 
Bras. Ballance ! Sir, I am your moſt obedient—— 
; WH |} know your whole Generation had not you an 
Uncle that was Governor of the Leeward Iſlands ſome 
Leas ago? 

Ball. Did. you know him? 

Brax. Intimately, Sir He play'd at Billiard: 
toa Miracle —— You had a Brother too that was a 
Captain of a Fireſhip —— poor Dick he had the 
nolt engaging way with him of making Punche— 
and then his Cabbin was ſo neat —— bat his poor Boy 
Jact was the moſt comical Baſtard —— Ha, ha, ha, 
ha, ha, a pickled Dog, I ſhall never forget him. 

Plume. Well Captain, are J= fix'd in your Pro- 
ri yet? Are you Al for the Privateer ? 

Braz. No, no, I had enough of a Privateer juſt! 
ww ; F had like to have been picked up by a Cruiſer 


Tax wgg Colours, and a French Pickaroon for ought 


Pune. Bat have our Recruits, Dear? 
Frax. Sr ol lt 
Plume. r 7 al you. OA 


\ 


. we # 
* 
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Enter Roſe and Bullock. 

Roſe. Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once more, 
and haye perſuaded. my Sweet-heait Cartwheel to go 
with us ; but you muſt promiſe not to part with me 
a 

$1. I find, Mrs. Re/e has not been pleas'd with her 
Bedfellow. 

Roje. Bedfellow ! I don't know Whether I had a Bed. 

ow or not. 

Sl. Don't be in a Paſſion, Child, I was as little 
pleas'd with your Company, as you cou'd be with 
mine. 

Bull. * Sir, dunna be offended at my Siſter, ſhe's 
ſomething under- bred, but if you pleaſe, PI lie with 
you in her ſtead. 

Plume. I have promis'd, Madam, to provide for thi 
Gul ; now will you be pleas d to let her wait upon 
you ? or ſhall I take care of her? 

S She ſhall be my Charge, Sir; you may find 
it Buſineſs pag to take care of me 

Bull. Ay, and of me, Captain; for wauns ! if ever 
you lift your Hand againſt me, I'll deſert. 

11 51 in Brazen ſhall; take care o' that: My 
Dear, inflead of the twenty thouſand Pound you 
talk'd of, you ſhall have the twenty brave Recruits 
that T have rais'd at the rate they coſt me My 
Commiſſion I lay down, to be taken up by ſome 
braver Fellow, that has more Merit, and leſs good For- 
tune — - whilſt I endeavour, by the Example of this 
worthy ee to 1 ** Queen | and Aan 
at home. 0 l \ "oF 1005 5 


4 * * 4 


With eme Rep ret Ol t the active Field, 
Where Ghry fat Reward for Life does yields 
But the Recruiting Trade, with all its 24 
Of endlefs Plague, Fatigue, and endleſs Pain,” 


1 gladly quit, wwith my fair Spouſe to flay, 
. ad raiſe Recruits the matrimonial way. [Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE. 


LU 1 abi Gentlemen, 'that are willing to 

ſee the Comedy, call'd the Recruiting Officer, let 

them. repair to-morrow Night, by fix a- Clock, to the 

Sign of the Theatre- Royal in Prog Laxe, and they thall 
be kindly entertain'd. 


457 
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e ſcorn the wulear Ways to bid y you tome; 

Whele Europe naw obeys the Call of Drum. 5 
De Soldier, not the Poet, here a Pear, . 

And beats up for a Co rps of Y nteers 2 

He finds that Mufick chiefly does delight ye, 

And therefore chuſes Muſick to invite ye. 


Beat the Grenadeer March —— Row, row, tow, 
—— Gentlemen, this piece of Muſick, call'd, An Over- 
ture to a Battle, was compos'd by a famous Jralian 
Maſter, and was perform'd with wonderful Succeſs, at 
the great Opera's of Vigo, Schellenbergh and Blenheim ; 
it came off with the Applauſe of all Eyrope, excepting 
France; the French found: it a little tao rough for their 
3 


Some that have acted on thoſe glorious Stages, 
Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding Ages, 
That no Mufich like the Grenadeer's engages. 


Ladies, we muft own, that this Muſick of ours is 
not altogether ſo ſoſt as Bononcini's; yet we dare af- 
firm, that it has laid more People aſleep than all the 
Canilla's in the World — you'll condeſcend to 


own 


98 EPILOGUE. 
own, that it keeps one awake, better than any Opera 
. that ever was acted. 

The Grenadeer March ſeems to be a Compoſure ex. 
cellently adapted to the Genizs of the Engl, for no 
Muſick was ever follow'd fo far by us, nor with ſo 
much Alacrity ; and with all Deference to the preſent 
Subſcription, We muſt ſay, that the Grenadeer March 


bas been ſubſcrib'd for by the whole Grand Alliance: 


And we preſume to inform the Ladies, that it always 
has the Pre-eminence abroad, and is conſtantly heard 
by the talleſt, handſomeſt Men in the whole Army. 
In ſhort, to gratify the t Taſte, our Author i; 
now adapting ſome Words to the Grenadeer March, 
which he intends to have perform'd to- morrow, if the 
Lady, who is to ſing it, ſhould not happen to be fick. 


This be concludes to be the fureft way 
To draw you hither ; for you'll all obey 
Soft Mufict*s Call, th yen ſbould damn bis Play. 
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Advertiſement. 


HE Reader may find ſome Faults 

in this PLAY. which my Illneſs 
prevented the amending of; but there is 
great Amends made in the Repreſentation 
which cannot be 'match'd,” no more than 
the friendly and indefatigable Care of Mr, 
Wilks, to whom I chitfly owe the Succeſs 
of the Play. 
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Spoken ty Mr. /IL XS. 
HEN Strife difturbs, or Sloth corrupts an Age, 
/ Keen Sahr is the Buſineſi of the Stage. 
ben the Plain: Dealer writ, he lab d thoſe Crimes + 
Which then infeſtid moſt —— the modiſh Times : | 
But now che Faction ſleeps, and Shth is fled, | 
And all our Youth in active Fields are bred ; nts 
When thro GREAT BRITAIN': fair extenſroe Round, 
The Trumps of Fame, the Notes of UNION found; 
When ANNA Sceptre points the Laws their Courſt, '- 
And ber Example gives her Precepts Force; 
There ſcarce is ro for Satyr; all our Lays 
Muft be, or Songs' of Triumph, or of Praiſe. 
But as in Grounds beft cultivated, Tares 
T. WH 4nd Poppies riſe among the Golden Ears; | 
Our Produ fo, fit for the Field or School, © LY 
Mu mix with Nature's Favourite Plant. 4 Fool, 
A Weed that has to twenty Summers ran, GP 
Shoots up in Stalk, and Vegetates to Man. 
dimpling our Author goes from Field ta Field; _. 
vi And culli ſuch Fools as may Diverſion yield; ' © 
And, thanks to Nature, there's 0 want of thoſe, © 
For Rain or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grews. - 
Fulles to-night we ſbew ne er laſpd before, 
Fet'fuch as Nature ſorws you" ev'ry Hour 3 
Nor can the Pictures give a juſt Offence, 
For Fools art made far Fefts to Men of Sen. 


Dramatis 


a> 


Dramatis Perſonee 


ME N. 


Amuelh (Two Gentlemen of bro- } Mr. Mzill.. 
— ortunes, the firſt 
5 as Maſter, and the 0 
mar uh N } cond as Servant. 2 * 
Count, © A French Officer, Priſon- 
= er at Litchfield. : =. Bona, 
A Country Blockhead, 
eam Wi ö Mir. Yerbragge, 
8 A Gentleman from London. Mr. Kren. 


Fog, J ene ; Officers. 8! Mr. Bowen, 


Officers. 
Gibbet, A Highway Man. , Mr. Cibber. 
Far ber,” © Hi © ; 


Boniface, Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bulbck 
ab, , lr Me 


WOMEN. 


A old, civil, Country © 
. Gentlewoman, that 
cures all her Neigh- 
bours of A Diſtem- 


e fooliſhly | 
of her Son Sullen. 


2 Mrs. Fon 


Dorinda, Lady Beuntiful's Daughter. Mrs. Bradjbav. 


Mrs. Sn, Her Daughter-in-law. Mrs. O/dfeld. 


oh, aid 8 the Ladies. Mrs. Mills. 
TheLandlord's Daugb- | 


SCENE, LITCHFIELD. 
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ACTI 
SCENE, Au Inn. 


Faces — 

Rs Cher. Here, here. Why 3 

ASSES baw! ſo, Father? hs . 
have no Ears? | 

Jon. You deſerve to have none, you young Minx : —» 

The Company of the Warringten Coach has flood in the 


hambers. 
Cher. And let em wait, Father; there's neither Red- 
at in the Coach, nor Footman behind it. 


abt. 


Hall this Hour, and no body to ſhew them to their 


Box, But they threaten to zo to another Inn 6. 
Cher. 
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Cher. That they dare not, for fear the Coachman Fir 
ſhou'd overturn them to-morrow. — Coming, coming: Wl Senſe 


Here's the London Coach arriv'd. wy Bos 
Ale; 
Enter feveral People awith Frank, Band-Boxes, with 21 


other Luggage, and crofi the Stage. 


Ber. Welcome, Ladies. > 
Cher. Very welcome, Gentlemen — Fen 
ſhew the Lyon and * = 


\ [Exit with the Company, Quart 
Enter Aimwell in @ Riding Habit, Archer as Footman, 45 


carrying @ Portmanteau. trong 

Bon. This way, this way, Gentlemen, Aim 
Ai. Set down the things; go to the Stable, and fee I Landl 
my Horſes well 'd. Bon 

Arch. 

Aim. 

Bon, 
known 

Aim. Mr. * your Servant. 

Bon. O! Sir What wil will your Honour pleaſe 
drink, as the Saying is ? 

Aim. I have heard your Town of Litchfeld mad 
fam'd for Ale, I think; I'll tafte that. 


Des. Sir, I have now in my Cellar ten Tun of th 
beſt Ale in 8, 


e ſweet u 
as Brandy, and 


1 I find, in the Age of you 


Der. As „Sir, as I am in the Age of ny 
Children : I'll ſhew you. ſuch Ale Here, Taplte, 
broach Number 1706, as the Saying is ; Sir, ya 
"Anno Domini I have liv'd in Lich 
field, Man and Boy, above eight and fifty Years, anc 
— 0 have not conſum'd eight and fifty on 


TY 
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Aim. At a Meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
Senſe by your Bulk. 3 
Bon. Not in my Life, Sir: I have fed purely upon 
Ale ; I have eat my Ale, drank my Ale, and I always 
ſep upon Ale. ; 


Enter Tapſter with a Bottle and Glaſs. 

Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee (Filling it out.] Your Wor- 
, WH fhip's Health: Ha ! delicious, delicious fancy it 

Burgundy, only fancy it, and 'tis worth ten Shillings a 
0 Uart. N 
Aim. [ Drinks.) Tis confounded ſtrong. 
y Bon. Strong! It muſt be fo, or how ſhou'd. we be 
trong that drink it? T4 

Aim. And have you liv'd ſo long upon this Ale, 
Landlord ? | 

Ben, Eight and fifty Years, upon my Credit, Sir; but 
it kilbd my Wife, poor Woman, as the Saying is. 

Aim. How came that to paſs ? | Ewe; 
Bon. I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not let the 
le take its natural Courſe, Sir; ſhe was for qualifying 
It every now and then with a Dram, as the Saying is; 
and an honeſt Gentleman that came this way from Vre- 
and, made her a Preſent of a dozen Bottles of Uſque- 
auph ——— but the poor Woman was never well 
ter: But, howe'er, I was oblig'd to the Gentleman, 
ou know. 4. on 27 f 2 
Aim. Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her? 

Bon. My Lady Bountiful ſaid ſo — She, good Lady, 
bd what could be done; ſhe cur'd her of three Tym- 
anies, but the fourth carry'd her off; but-ſhe's happy, 
d Pm contented, as the Saying is. 
Aim, Who's that Lady Bountiful, you mention'd ? | 
Bon, Ods my Life, | Sir, we'll drink her Health. 
Drizks.) My Lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of Wo- 
en: Her laſt Husband, Sir Charles Bountiſul, left her 
forth a thouſand Pound a Year ; and, I believe, ſhe 
ys out one half on't in charitable Uſes for the good of 

Neighbours; ſhe cures Rheumatiſms, Ruptures, 
ud broken Shins in Men; Green-Sickneſs, Obſtruc- 

| tions, 


al, 


— 
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tions, and Fits of the Mother in Women Te 5 
King's Evil, Chin-Cough, and Chilblains in Children: bad 
In ſhort, ſhe has cured more People in and about Li. pay « 
feld within ten Years, than the Doctors have kill'd in | 
twenty, and that's a bold Word. 1 | 

Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſeful in her 1 
Generation? 

Bon. Ves, Sir, ſhe has a Daughter by Sir Charlis the 
fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt For-. J. 
tune: She has a Son too, by her firſt Husband, Squire below 
Sullen, who marry'd a fine Lady from London t other i 2; 
Day; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his Health, long | 

Aim. What fort of a Man is he? = 

Bon. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough; ſays little, WW 5, 
thinks leſs, and does nothing at all, faith: But he; Ar, 
a Man of great Eſtate, and values no body. Bo: 

Aim. A Sportiman, I ſuppoſe ? Arc 

Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure ; he plays Bon 


Whiſk, and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours to Pardo; 
gether ſometimes. Ain 
Aim. A fine Sportſman, truly ! And marry'd, cle 


tay? 
71. Ay. and to a curious Woman, Sir — But be 
n, Sir. 


Aim. He has it there, you 

Bon. That's none of my Busines; he's my Landlen 
and fo a Man, you know, wou'd not But I- 
he's no better than — Sir, my humble Service to ye 
Drin. Tho I value not a Farthing what he can 
to me; 1 him his Rent at Quarter day; I h 
a good Running - Trade; I have but one Daughter, 
I can give her But no matter for chat. 

Aim. You're \ — happy, nat Arn pray, v 
other Company you in Town 
Bon. A power of fine Ladies ; and then we have 


you have a good 


n to his Forehead 


mary 
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Bon. So well, as the Saying is, that I cou'd wiſh we 
had as many more of em; they're full of Money, and 
pay double for every thing they have; they lenow, Sir, 
that we paid good round Taxes for the taking of em, 
aud ſo they are willing to reimburſe us a little: One of 
em lodges in my Houſe. 


Enter Archer. 
Arch. Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen 
e below, that a% for you. 5 5 
Ben. I'll wait on 'em Does your Maſter ſtay 
long in Town, as the Say ing is? [To Archer. 
Arch. I can't tell, as the Saying is. 
le, Bon. Come from Landon? 
ei Ab. No! 
Bon. Going to London, may hap ? 
Arch. No! | 
Bon. An odd Fellow this: I beg your Worſhip's 
Pardon, I'll wait on you in half a Minute. [ Exit. 
Aim. The Coalt's clear, I ſee —— Now, my dear 
Archer, welcome to Litchfield. | 
Arch. I thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 
Aim. Iniquity ! prithee, leave Canting ; you need 
not change your Style with your Dreſs, 
= 4c. Don't miſtake me, Aim well, for tis ſtill my 
Maxim, that there's no Scandal like Rags, nor any 
nme ſo ſhameful. as Poverty. . 
Aim. The World conſeſſts it every Day in its Prac- 
ce, tho Men won't own it for their Opinion: Who 
kd that worthy Lord, my Brother, ſingle out of the 
dide-box to ſup with him t'other Night 
Arch. Jack Handicraft, a handiome, well-drefs'd, 
annerly, ſharping Rogue, who keeps the beſt Com- 
# uf} + 4 my Lad 
m. Right; an y, who marry' dy 
anſlaughrer t other Diy, the great 1 
Arch. Why, Nick, Marrabone, a profeſs'd Pick- 
ſocket, and a good Bowler; but he makes a hand- 
me Figure; and rides in his Coach that he formerly 
EDS rn. © © a | 
Him. 


A « 


- 
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Aim. But did you obſerve poor F ack Generous in the 
Park laſt Week? . 
Arch. Ves, with his Autumnal Periwig, ſhading his 
melancholy Face, his Coat older than any thing but 
its Faſhion, with one Hand idle in his Pocket, and 
with the other picking his uſeleſs Teeth ; and tho' the 
Mall was crowded with Company, yet was poor Jack 
as ſingle and ſolitary as a Lion in a Deſart. 
Aim. And as mach avoided, for no Crime upon 
Earth but the want ef Money. 
Arch. And that's enough; Men muſt net be poor; 
Idleneſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's wide 
enough, let em buſtle : Fortune has taken the Weik 
under her Protection, but Men of Senſe are left to their 
Induſtry. 
Aim. Upon which Topick we proceed, and, I think, 
luckily hitherto : Wou'd not any Man ſwear now that 
I am a Man of Quality, and you my Servant, when if 
our intrinſick Value were known | 
Asch. Come, come, we are the Men of intrinſick 
Value, who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of our ſelve; 
whoſe Worth is independent of Accidents in Life, 0 
Revolutions in Government: We have Heads to ge 
Money, and Hearts to ſpend it. 
Aim. As to our Hearts, I grant ye, they are as wi 
"Jing Tits as any within twenty Degrees; but I e 
Have no great Opinion of our Heads from the Semi 
they have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they broug 
us from 'Londen hither to Litchfield, made me a Loi 
and you my Servant. 
+ Arch. That's more than 71 cou'd expect alread) 
But what Money have we left ? | 
n. But two hundred Pound. | 1 
Arch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, &c. vi 
we have very good Fortunes now for moderate Peopl 
* and let me tell you, that this two hundred Pou 
with the Experience that we are now Maſters 0, 
à better Eſtate than the ten thouſand we have | 
er Friends indeed began to ſuſpect that: 
Pockets were low, bat we came off with flying i 
L | x 
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leurs, ſhew'd no ſigns of Want either in Word or 


Aim. Ay, and our going to Bruf#{s was a good pre- 
tence enough for our ſudden diſappearing ; and, I war- 
rant you, our Friends imagine, that we are gone a 
WW Volunteering. : 
| Arch. Why, faith if this Project fails, it muſt een 

come to that. I am for venturing one of the Hundreds, 
tif you will, upon this Knight-Errantry ; but in caſe it 

ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome 
'; WW Counterſcarp, where we may die as we liv'd, in a Blaze. 
le Aim. With all my Heart, and we have liv'd juſtly, 
Archer; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our Fortunes, 
but that we have enjoy'd 'em. 

Arch. Right; ſo much Pleaſure for ſo much Money; 
we have had our Penny-worths ; and had I Millions, T 
wou'd go to the ſame Market again. O London, London ! 
well, we have had our Share, and let us be thankful : 
Paſt Pleaſures, for ought I know, are beſt, ſuch we are 
ſure of ; thoſe to come may diſappoint us. 


lr Ain. It has often griev'd the Heart of me, to ſee how 
e, Ol fome inhumane Wretches murder their kind Fortunes; 


thoſe that by ſacrificing all to one Appetite, ſhall ſtarve 
all the reſt — You ſhall have ſome that live only in their 
Palates,and in their Senſe of Taſting ſhall drown the other 
Four: Others are only Epicures in Appearances, ſuch who 
ſhall ſtarve their Nights to make a Figure a Days, and 
famiſh their own, to feed the Eyes of others: A contrary 
lort confine their Pleaſures to the Dark, and contract 
their ſpacious Acres to the Circuit of a Muff ſtring. 

Arch. Right ; but they find the Indies in that Spot 
where they conſume em, and, I think, your kind 
| Keepers have much the beſt on't ; for they indulge the 
voc Senſes by one Expence, there's the Seeing, Hear- 
PeopWng and Feeling, amply gratify'd ; and ſome Philo- 
PouWophers will tell you, that from ſuch a Commerce, 
ere ariſes a ſixth Senſe, that gives infinitely more 
Neaſure than the other five put together. 

Aim. And to paſs to the other Extremity, of all 
ing Neepers, I think thoſe the worſt that keep their Money. 

Vol. II. N Arch, 
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Arch. Thoſe are the moſt miſerable Wights in Being; 
they deſtroy the Rights of Nature, and diſappoint the 
Bleſüngs of Providence: Give me a Man that keeps his yo 
Five Senſes keen and bright as his Sword, that has” em 
always drawn out in their juſt Order and vtrength, thi 
with his Reaſon, as Commander at the Head of em, 
that detaches 'em by turns upon whatever Party of Plea 


ſure agreeably offers, and commands 'em to retreat upen WM on 
the leaſt Appearance of Diſadvantage, or Danger : — 4 
For my part, I can ſtick to my Bottle, while iny Wine, 1 


my Company, and my Reaſon, holds good; I can be and 
charm'd with Sappho's Singing, without falling in Love MW on't 
with her Face: I love Hunting, but would not, like Cou 


Acdæon, be eaten up by my own Dogs; I love a fire p 
Houſe, but let another keep it; and juſt fo I love x 5 
fine Woman. ſmot 

Aim. In that laſt Particular you have the better of m me, A 


Arch. Ay, you're ſuch an amorous Puppy, that I'm A 
afraid you'll ſpoil our Sport; you can't counterfeit tte plea; 


Paſſion withour feeling it. and 
Aim. Tho' the whining part be cut of door: i may 
Town, *tis full in force with the Country Ladies: Fello 


And let me tell you, Frank, the Fool in that Paſia 


ſhall outdo the Kuave at any time. Ar 
Arch. Well, I wou't diſpute it now; you command 
for the Day, and fo I ſubmit: — Ar Nottingham, you Air 
know, I am to be Maſter. both 
Aim. And at Linccln, J again above 
. Arch.Then, at Norauich I mount, which, I think, hall it to y 
be our laſt Stage; for, if we fail there, we'll embal may h 
. for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Mar. WW a little 
Aim. A Match ! [Enter Boniface.) Mum. half ay 
Bon. What will your Worſhip pleaſe to have ſi beſt 
Supper ? to ke 
Aim. What have you got ? the rel 
Bon. Sir, we have a delicate piece of Beef in the MW have n. 
and a Pig at the Fire. or he' 


Aim. Good Supper-meat, I muſt confeſs — I 6 
eat Beef, Landlord. 


Arch. And I hate Pig. 


- ” 
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Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrah ! Do you know who 
you are? [ Afae. 

Bon. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe ; I have every 
thing in the Houſe. 7 

Aim. Have you any Veal ? 

Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate Loin of Veal 
on Wedneſday laſt. . 

Aim. Have you got any Fiſh, or Wild-fowl ? 

Bon. As for Fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an inland Town, 
and indifferently provided with Fiſh, that's the truth 
Won't; but then for Wild-fow! ! —— We have a delicate 
? Couple of Rabbets. | 
e Aim. Get me the Rabbets fricaſſeed. 

1 Bon. Fricafſeed ! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much better 
ſmother'd with Onions. 1 

Arch. Pſhaw ! Rot your Onions. | 

Aim. Again, Sirrah ! — Well, Landlord, what you 
pleaſe ; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Money, 
and your Houſe is fo full of Strangers, that I believe it 
may be ſafer in your Cuſtody than mine; for when this 
Fellow of mine gets drank, he minds nothing 
Here, Sirrah, reach me the ſtrong Box. 

Arch. Ves, Sir, this will give us Reputation. 

| [ Hide. Brings the Box. 

Aim. Here, Landlord, the Locks are ſealed down 
both for your Security and mine ; it holds ſomewhat 
above Two hundred Pound; if you doubt it, Il count 


may have it at a Minute's warning; for my Affairs are 
a little dubious at preſent ; perhaps I may be gone in 
half an Hour, perhaps I may be your Gueſt till the 
beſt part of that be ſpent ; and pray order your-Oftler 


the reſt I muſt beg, that you would let this Fellow 
e have none of your Anno Domini, as you call it; 

for he's the moſt inſufferable Sot Here, Sirrah, 
light me to my Chamber. 


Ic 
Bon. Cherry, Daughter Cherry. 


it to you after Supper: But be ſure you lay it where I ! 


to keep my Horſes ready ſaddled: But one thing above 


Arch. Yes, Sir ! [Exit, lighted by Archer, 


N 2 Enter 


- = [ 
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Enter Cherry. 

Cher, D'ye call, Father ? | 
Bon. Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for the to 
Gentleman, 'tis full of Money. 
Cher. Money! all that Money! why ſure, Father, the 
the Gentleman comes to be choſen Parliament-man. - 
Who is he? ( 
Bon. 1 don't know what to make of him ; he talks < 
of keeping his Horſes ready ſaddled, and of going per- Mir 
haps at a Minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps till ]W fhou 
the beſt part of this be ſpent. C 
Cher. Ay] ten to one, Father, he's a Highway-man, A 
Bon. A Highway-man ! upon my Life, Girl, you have CG 
hit it, and this Box is ſome new-purchaſed Booty. - -- MW Ciſta 
Now, cou'd we find him out, the Money were ours. A 

| Cher. He don't belong to our Gang. Cc 
Bon. What Horles have they ? Sir, | 
Cher. The Maſter rides upon a Black. be in 
Bon. A Black ! ten to one the Man upon the black Ne a 
Mare; and fince he don't belong to our Fraternity, ve affror 
may betray him with a ſafe Conſcience : I don't think Ar 
it lawful to harbour any Rogues but my own. Look'e, 
Child, as the Saying is, we muſt go cunningly. w Child 
work ; Proofs we muſt have; the Gentleman's Servant WW know 
loves Drink, III ply him that way, and ten to one he Che 


loves a Wench ; you muſt work him tother way. e 
Cher. Father, wou'd you have me give my Secret ©! ex 
for his? make 


Bon. Conſider, Child, there's Two hundred Pound v, Ge 
boct. { Ringing without.) Coming, coming. — Child 


mind your Buſineſs. Arel 
Cher, What a Rogue is my Father ! my Father! Ie, M 
deny it. — My Mother was a good, generous, frei 0 Peo) 
hearted Woman, and I can't tell how far her good n Niore. 


ture might have extended for the good of her Children 
This Landlord of mine, for I think I can call him 
more, would betray his Gueſt, and debauch his Daug) 
ter into the Bargain, —— by a Footman too 


— Enti 
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Euter Archer. 
Areb. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 
to be the Subject of your Contemplation ? 


the better for't. 

Arch. J hope ſo, for, I'm ſure, you did not think of me. 

Cher. Suppoſe I had ? 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me; for the 
Minute I came in, I was conſidering in what manner I 
ſhould make Love to you. 

Cher. Love to me, Friend | 

Arch, Yes, Child. 

Cher, Child! Manners; if you kept a little more 
diſtance, Friend, it would become you much better. 

Arch. Diſtance ! good Night, Saucebox. [ Going. 

Cher. A pretty Fellow ; I like his Pride. —Sir, pray, 
Sir, you ſee, Sir, [Archer returns] I have the Credit to 
be intruſted with your Maſter's Fortune here, which ſets 


me a degree above his Footman ; I hope, Sir, you a'n't 
3 


4rch. Let me look you full in the Face, and I'll tell 
you whether you can affront me or no. 'Sdeath 


know what to do with 'em. 
Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every body? 
Arch. Ay, but if fome Women had 'em, they wou'd 
cre kill every body. — Prithee inſtruct me, I wou'd fain 
make Love to you, but I don't know what to fay. 
30 . Why, did you never make Love to any body 
? 
wh Arch. Never to a Perſon of your Figure, I can aſſure 
ibn, Madam; my Addreſſes have been always confin'd 
re w People within my own Sphere, I never aſpir'd fo high 


beſore. 
[Archer fangs. 


But you look fo bright, 
And are dreſs d fo tight, 
That a Man wou'd fwear you're Right, 


As Arm was eer laid over. 


N 3 | Such 


Cher. Whoever he is, Friend, he'll be but little 


Child, you have a pair of delicate Eyes, and you don't 


4 * 
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Such an Air 
You freely wear 
To enſnare, 
As mates each Gueſt a Lower : 


Since then, my Dear, I'm your Gueſt, 
Prithee give me of the Beſt 
Of what is ready Dre: 

| Since then my Dear, &c. 


Cher. What can I think of this Man ? [Aue.] Will 
you give me that Song, Sir ? 

Arch. Ay, my, Dear, take it while it is warm. 
[ Kiſſes ber] Death and Fire! her Lips are Honey-combs, 

Cher. And I wiſh there had been a Swarm of Bees 
too, to have ſtung you for your Impudence. 

Arch. There's a Swarm of Cupids, my little Venus, 
that has done the Buſineſs much better. 
Cher. This Fellow is misbegotten as well as I. LA.] 
What's your Name, Sir? 

Arch. Name | I gad I have forgot it. [de.] Oh! 
H | ; 

Cher. Where were you born ? 
- Arch. In St. Martin's Pariſh. 

Cher. What was your Father ? 

Arch. Of -- of St. Martin's Pariſh, 

Cher. 'Then Friend, good-night. 

Arch. I hope not. 

Cher. You may depend upon't. 

Arch. Upon what ? 

Cher. That you're very impudent. 
© Arch. That you're very handſome. 

Cher. That you're a Footman. 
Arch. That you're an Angel. 

Cher. I ſhall be rude. 

Arch. So ſhall I. 

Cher. Let go my Hand. 
Arch. Give me a Kits, 


[Ki. her. Boniface calls 11 ent Cherry, oy: 
Coer. 


- 
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Cher. I'm — My Father calls; you plaguy Devil, 
how durſt you ſtop my Breath ſo ? — Offer to follow - 
me one ſtep, if you dare. 

Arch. A fair Challenge, by this Light ; this is a pretty 
fair Opening of an Adventure; but we are Knight- 
Errants, and ſo Fortune be our Guide. : 

Wy. £91 [Exx. 


The End of the fit ACT. 
HASSSSSSISSISIISIE$04$4$6505 44.4 4 


ACT 1. 


SCENE, A Gallery in Lady Bountiful's 
Houſe. 


Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 


Orrow, my dear Siſter ; are you for Church 

this Morning ? | | 
Mrs. Sul. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone can 
help me : But I think, Dorinda, there's no Form of 
Prayer in the Liturgy againſt bad Husbands, 

Dor. But there's a Form of Law at Doctors Commons; 
and I ſwear, Siſter Sz/ler, rather than ſee you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I wou'd adviſe you to apply to 
that: For befides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
Broils, as being Siſter to the Husband, and Friend to the 
Wife, your Examples give me ſuch an Impreſſion of 
Matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to condemn my Perſon 
to a long Vacation all its Life — But ſuppoſing, Madam, 
that you brought it to a Caſe of Separation, What can 
you urge againſt your Husband ? My Brother is, firſt, 
the moit conſtant Man alive. Bu 

Mrs. Sal. The moſt conſtant Husband, I grant ye. 

Der. He never fleeps from you. | 

Mrs. Sal. No, he always ſlecps with me. 


Dor. He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to your 
Qulity, 


Der. 


N 4 Mrs. SI. 


\ 
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Mrs. Sal. A Maintenance! do you take me, Madam, 
jor an Hoſpital Child, that I maſt fit down, and bleG 
my BenefaQors, for Meat, Drink, and Clothes ? As [ 
take it, Madam, I brought your Brother ten Thoufand 
Pounds, out of which I might expect ſome pretty thingy, 
call'd Pleaſures. | | 
2 Vou ſhare in all the Pleaſures that the Country 

ords. 

Mrs. Sul. Country Pleaſures ! Racks and Torments! 
Doſt think, Child, that my Limbs were made for leaping 
of Ditches, and clambring over Styles; or that my Parents 
wiſely ſoreſeeing my future Happineſs in Country Plea- 
ſures, had early inſtructed me in rural Accompliſhments 
of drinking fat Ale, playing at Whisk, and ſmoaking 
Fobacco with my Husband ; or of ſpreading of Plaiſters, 
brewing of Diet-drinks, and, ſtilling Roſemary-Water, 
with the good old Gentlewoman my Mother-in-Law ? 

Dor. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in our 
power to divert you ; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our 
Entertainments were a little more polite, or your Taſte a 
little leſs refin'd : But pray, Madam, how came the Poets 
and Philoſophers, that labour'd ſo much in hunting after 
Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a Country Fife ? 

Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted Money, Child, to find 
out the Pleaſures of the T'own : Did you ever hear of a 
Poet or Philoſopher worth ten thouſand Pound ? If you 
can ſhew me ſuch a Man, I'll lay you fifty Pound, you'll 
find him ſomewhere within the Weekly Bills. Not that! 
diſapprove rural Pleaſures, as the Poets have painted them 

in their Landſchapes ; every Phyllis has her Corydon, every 
murmuring Stream, and every flow'ry Mead gives freſh 
Alarms to Love. Befides, you'll find, that their Couples 
were never marry'd : — But yonder, I ſee my Coryden, 
and a ſweet Swain it is, Heaven knows — Come, Dorinda, 
don't be angry, he's my Husband, and your Brother, and 
between both, is he not a ſad Brute? 

Dor. J have nothing to ſay to your part of him, your 
the beſt Judge. | 

Mrs. Sul. O Siſter, Siſter! if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, ſilent Sot, one that's always muſing, w_ 2 


z 
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thinks. —- There's ſome Diverſion in a talking Block- 


head; and fince a Woman mutt wear Chains, I wou'd 
have the Pleaſure of hearing 'em rattle a little. Now 
you ſhall fee ; but take this by the way, He came home 
this Morning at his uſual Hour of Four, waken'd me out 
of a ſweet Dream of ſomething elſe, by tumbling over 
the Tea-Table, which he broke all to pieces; after his 
Man and he has rowPd about the Room like fick Paſ- 
ſengers in a Storm, he comes flounce into Bed, dead as 
a Salmon into a Fiſhmonger's Basket; his Feet cold as 
Ice, his Breath hot as a Furnace, and his Hands and his 
Face as greaſy as his Flannel Night- Cap —— Oh Ma- 
trimony ! Matrimony !! — He toſſes up the Clothes 
with a barbarous ſwing over his Shoulders, diſorders the 
whole Oeconomy of my. Bed, leaves me half naked, 
and my whole Night's Comfort is the tuneable Serenade 
of that wakeful Nightingale, his Noſe O the 
Pleaſure of counting the melancholy Clock by a ſnoar- 
ing Hasband ! --— But now, Siſter, you ſhall ſee how 


handſomely, being a well-bred Man, he will beg my 
Pardon, 


Enter Sullen. 


Sul. My Head akes conſumedly. 

Mrs. Syd. Will you be pleaſed, my Dear, to drink 
Tea with us this Morning? it may do your Head good.. 

Sul. No. 

Dor. Coffee, Brother ?. 

Sul. Pſhaw |. 

Mrs. Sal. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to Church 
with me? the Air may help you. 

Sul. Scrub! 


Scrub. Sir! 

Sul. What Day o'th' Week is this? 

Serub. Sunday, a'n't pleaſe your Worſhip: 

Sul. Sunday] bring. me a Dram; and d'ye hear; ſet 
out the Veniſon-Paſty,. and a Tankard of ſtrong Beer 
upon the Hall-Tahle, I'll ge to Breakfaſt. [Going.. 


Ns Dore. 
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Der. Stay, ſtay, Brother, you ſha'n't get off ſo ; you 
were very naught laſt Night, and muſt make your Wife 
Reparation : Come, come, Brother won't you ask Par- 
don ? | 

Sul. For what ? 

Dor. For being drunk laſt Night. 

Sul. I can afford it, can't I ? 

Mrs. Sul. But I can't, Sir. 

Sul. Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs. Sal. But I mult tell you, Sir, that this is not 
to be born. 

Sul. Tm glad on't. 

Mrs. Sal. What is the Reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 
thus inhumanly ? 

Sul. Scrub ! 

Scrub. Sir! x 

Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my Head, [ Exit. 

Mrs. Sal. Have a care of coming near his Temples, 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn 
the Edge of your Razor [ Exit Scrub.} Inveterate Stupi- 
dity ! Did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a Spleen 
as his? O Siſter, Siſter ! I ſhall never ha' good of the 
Beaſt till I get him to Town; London, dear London is 
the Place for managing and breaking a Husband. 

Dor. And has not a Husband the ſame Opportunities 
there for humbling a Wife? 

Mrs. Sul. No, no, Child, *tis a ſtanding Maxim in 
Conjugal Diſcipline, that when a Man wou'd enſlave his 
Wife, he harries her into the Country; and when a Lady 
would. be arburary with her Husband, ſhe wheedles 
her Booby up to Town —— A Man dare not play the 
Tyrant in London, becauſe there are ſo many Examples 
to encourage the Subject to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda! 
a fine Woman may do any thing in London: O' my Con- 
ſcience, ſhe may raiſe an Army of Forty thouſand Men. 

Dor. I fancy, Siſter, you have a mine to be trying 
your Power that way here in Litchfield ; you have drawn 

the French Count to your Colours already. 
Mrs, Sul. The French are a People that can't live 
without their Gallantries. 5 
ors 
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Dor. And ſome Engliſb that I know, Siſter, are not 
averſe to ſuch Amuſements. 

Mrs. Sul. Well, Siſter, Since the Truth muſt out, it 
may do as well now as hereafter ; I think, one way to 
rouſe my lethargick, ſottiſn Husband, is to give him a 
Rival ; Security begets Negligence in all People, and 
Men mult be alarm'd to make em alert in their Duty: 
Women are like Pictures, of no value in the Hands 
of a Foo], till he hears Men of Senſe bid high for the 
Purchaſe. 

Dor. This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's Under- 
ſtanding were to be convinc'd into a Paſſion for you ; 
but, 1 believe, there's a natural Averſion of his Side, 
and I fancy, Siſter, that you don't come much behind 
him, if you dealt fairly. 

Mrs. Sul. I own it; we are united. Contradictions, 
Fire and Water. But I cou'd be contented, with a great 
many other Wives, to humour the centorious Vulgar, 
and give the World an Appearance of living well wich 
my Husband, cou'd I bring him but to diſſemble a 
little Kindneſs to keep me in Countenance. 

Dor. But how do you know, Siſter, but that inſtead 
of rouſing your Husband by this Artifice to a counter- 
feit Kindneſs, he ſhould awake in a real Fury ? 

Mrs. Sul. Let him: -— If I can't entice him to the 
ene, I wou'd provoke him to the other. 

Dor. But how mult I behave myſelf between ye? 

Mrs. Sl. You mult aſſiſt me. 

Dor. What, againſt my own Brother ?- 

Mrs. Sul. He is but half a Brother, and I'm your en- 
tre Friend: If I go a Step beyond the Bounds of Ho- 
nour, leave me; till then, I expect you ſhould go along 
with me in every thing; while I truſt my Honour in 
your Hands, you may truſt your Brother's in mine 
; The Count is to dine here to day. | 
g Dor. Tis a ſtrange thing, Siſter, that I can't like 
n Wl that Man. Ot | 

Mrs. Sul. You like nothing, your Time is not come; 

e Love and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home 
one time or gther : — You'll pay for all one Day, I. 
warrant. 


; 


Fs 


22 The Beaux Stratagem. 
warrant ye — But come, my Lady's Tea is ready, and 
tis almoſt Church-time. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, The In. 
Enter Aimwell dreſi'd, and Archer. 

Aim. And was ſhe the Daughter of the Houſe ? 

Arch. The Landlord is fo blind as to think ſo ; but 
I dare {wear ſhe has better Blood in her Veins. 

Aim. Why doit think fo 7 

Arch. Becauſe the Baggage has a pert Fe-ne -ſpai-quoy, 
the reads Plays, keeps a Monkey,. and is troubled with 
Vapours. 

Aim. By which Diſcoveries, F gueſs that you know 
more of her. 

Arch. Not yet, *faith ; the Lady gives herſelf Airs, 
forſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. 

Aim. Let me take her in hand. 

Arch. Say one Word more o'that, and I'll declare my 
ſelf, ſpoil your Sport there, and every where elle ;. look 
ye, Aimevell, every Man in his own Sphere. 

Aim, Right, and therefore you mult pimp for your 
Maſter. 

Arch. In the uſual Forms, good Sir, after I have 
ſerv'd myſelf — But to our Buſineſs — You are ſo well 
dreſs'd, Tom, and make fo. handſome a Figure, that! 
tancy you may do Execution in a Country Church ; the 
exterior Part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in the right to 
make that Impreſſion favourable. 

Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn to 
Advantage: The Appearance of a Stranger in a Coun- 
try Church, draws as many Gazers as a Blazing Star; 
no ſooner he comes into the Cathedrah, but a Train of 
Whiſpers runs buzzing round the Congregation in 2 
Moment : —- Who is he > Whence comes he? Do 
you know him — Then, I, Sir, tips me the Verger 
Half a Crown ; he pockets the Simony,. and' induQts 
me into the beſt Pew in the Church, I pull out my 
nuff box, turn my ſelf round, bow to the Biſhop, or 
he Dean, if he be the commanding: Officer ;. fingle 
ant a Beauty, rivet both my Eyes to hers, my 
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Noſe a bleeding by the Strength of Imagination, and 
hew the whole Church my Concern, by my endea- 
rouring to hide it: after the Sermon, the whole Town 
gives me to her for a Lover, and by perſuading the 
Lady that I am adying for her, the Tables are turn'd, 
and ſhe in good earneſt falls in Love with me. 

Arch. There's nothing in this, Tow, without a Pre- 
cedent ; but inſtead of riveting your Eyes to a Beauty, 
try to fix em upon a Fortune; that's our Bufineſs at 

ent. 
45. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without a 
Fortune. — Let me alone for a Mark's- man. 

Arch. Tom. # 

Aim. Ay! 

Arch. When were you at Church before, pray ? 

Aim. Um —1I was there at the Coronation. 

Arch. And how can you expect a Bleſſing by going 
to Church now ? + 
Aim. Blefling ! nay Frank, I ask but for a Wife !' 


Exit. 
- Arch. Truly, the Man is not very unreaſonable in: 
lis Demands. | [Exit at the oppoſite. Door. 


Enter Bonifice and Cherry. 

Bon. Well, Daughter, as the Saying is, have you: 
brought Martin to confeſs ? . 

Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of a Man; I'm but young, you know,. Fa- 
ther, and don't underſtand W heedling. 

Zen. Young ! why you Jade, as the Saying is, can any 
Woman wheedle that is not young? Your Mother was 
uſeleſs at five and twenty ! Would you make your Mo- 
ther a Whore, and me a Cuckold, as the Saying is? I 
tell you, his Silence confeſſes it, and his Maſter ſpends. 
his Money fo freely, and is ſo much a Gentleman every 
nanner of Way, that he muſt. be a Highway- man. 


Enter Gibbet in a Chak. 
©:5. Landlord, Landlord, is the Coaſt clear? 
8m, O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the News . 


Gib, 
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Gib. No matter, ask no Queſtions, all fair and ho. 
nourable ; here, my dear Cherry, [Gives her a Bag. 
Two hundred Sterling Pounds, as good as ever hang'd 
or ſav'd a Rogue; lay em by wich the reſt, and here 
Three Wedding — or Mourning Rings, 'tis much 
the ſame you know Here, two Silver-hilted 
Swords; I took thoſe from Fellows that never ſhew 
any part of their Swords but the Hilts : Here is a 
Diamond Necklace which the Lady hid in the privateſt 
Place in the Coach, but I found it out: This Gold 
Watch I took from a Pawnbroker's Wife, it was left 
in her Hands by a Perſon of Quality, there's the Arms 
upon the Caſe. 

Cher. But who had you the Money from ? 

Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I pitied her; — From a 
poor Lady juſt eloped from her Husband, ſhe had made 
up her Cargo, and was bound for Vreland, as hard as ſhe 
cou'd drive ; ſhe told me of her Husband's barbarous 
Uſage, and fo Faith I left her Half a Crown. But! 
had almott forgot, my dear Cherry, I have a Preſent 

for you. 
Cher. What is't? . 

Gib. A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out 
of a Lady's under Petticoat Pocket. 

: Cher. What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint! 

G15. Why, you Jade, your Betters do; I'm ſure the 

Lady that I took it from had a Coronet upon her Hand- 
kerchief. Here, take my Cloak, and go, ſecure 
Premiſſes. | | 

\ Cher. I will ſecure em. . [Extt, 

Bon. But heark'e, where's Houn/low and Bag /bot ? 

Gib. They'll be here to-night. 

Bon. D'ye know of any other Gentlemen o' the Pad 
on this Road ? : 

Gib. No. 
Bos. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the Houle 
juſt now. 
Gib. The Devil ! how d'ye ſmoak 'em 
Bon. Why, the one is gone to Church. 
Gib. To Church ! That's ſuſpicious, I muſt wn 

r. 
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Bon. And the other is now in his Maſter's Chamber 
he pretends to be a Servant to the other, we'll call him 
out and pump him a little. 

Gib. With all my Heart. | 

Bon. Mr. Martin!“ Mr. Martin! 


Enter Archer combing a Periwig, and ſinging. 
Gib. The Roads are conſumed deep, I'm as dirty ag 
Old Brentford at Chriſtmas A' good pretty Fellow 
that; who's Servant are you, Friend? ä | 
Arch. My Maſter's. = 3 
| Gib. Really? 

Arch. Real'y. 

Gib. That's much — The Fellow has been at the 
Bar by his Evaſions : — But, pray, Sir, what is your 
Maſter's Name ? | % 

Arch. Tall, all, dall; [Sings and cembs the Perixvig.h. 
This is the moſt obſtinate Curl 

Gib. I ask you his Name? | 

Arch. Name, Sir — Tall, all, dall — I never ask'd 
him his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. 

Bon, What think you now? | 's; 

Gib. Plain, plain, he talks now as if he were be- 
fore a judge: But pray, Friend, which Way does your 
Maſter travel ? | 1 

Arch. A Horſeback. 

Gib. Very well again, an old Offender right —— 
But, I mean, does he go upwards or downwards? 

Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir! Tall, all. 
rit, Gib. I'm afraid thy Fate will be a contrary way. 
? Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch) — 

This Gentleman is only travelling towards Chefter, and 
Pad I wou d be glad of your Company, that's all — Come, 
Captain, you'll ſlay to night, I ſuppoſe ; I'll ſhew you 
a Chamber Come, Captain. þ 
Gib. Farewel Friend [Exit.. 
Arch. Captain, your Servant — Captain! a pretty 
Fellow ! *Sdeath, | I wonder that the Officers of the 
umy don't conſpire to beat all Scoundrels in Red but 
nan | 
Enter 
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Enter Cherry. 

Cher. Gone, and Martin here ! IT hope he did ny 
liten ; I wou'd have the Merit of the Diſcovery all my 
own, becauſe I wou'd oblige him to. love me. [ Hd. 
Mr. Martin, who was that Man with my Father ? 

Arch. Some Recruiting Serjeant, or whip'd ot 
Trooper, I ſuppoſe. 


Cher. All's ſafe, I find: 22 
Arch. Come my Dear, have you conn'd over the- 
Catechize I taught you laſt Night? 


Cher. Come, queſtion me. 
Arch. What is Love? 
Cher. Love is Þ know not what, it comes I know 
net how, and goes I know not when. 
Asch. Very well, an apt Scholar. Chucks her under 
the Chin.] Where does Love enter? 
Cher. Into the Eyes. 
Arch. And where go out. 
Cher. I won't tell you. 
Arch. what are the Object of that Paſſion 7 
Cher. Youth, Beauty, and · clean Linen. 
Arch. The Reaſon R 
Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in Nature, and 
the third at Court. 
Arch. Thats my Dear: What are the Signs and 
'Fokens of that Paſſion ?- | 
Chor. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue, Words 
improbable; Deſigns im poſſible, and Actions imprac- 
ticable. 


- Arch. That's my good: Child; kiſs me. <-— What 
muſt a Lover do to obtain his- Miſtreſs ?: 

Cher. He muſt adore the Perſon that diſdains him, 
he muſt bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, and 
court the Focus Gant nnghs av kim | — He mut, 
he muſt | 

Arch. Nay, Child, F muſt. whip you if you don't 
mind your Leſſon ; he muſt treat his 

Cher. O] ay, He muſt treat his Enemies with Reſpect, 
his Friends with Indifference, and all the gee” 
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Contempt; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; He 
muſt deſire much, and hope little ; ; in ſhort, he mult 
embrace his Ruin, and throw himſelf away. 
Arch. Had ever Man ſo hopeful a Pupil as mine? 
Come, my Dear, why is Love call'd a Riddle ? 
Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee ; 
and tho' a Child, he governs a Man. 
Arch. Mighty well ! And why is Love picturd 
blind? 
4 Cher. Becauſe the Painters out of their Weakneſs, or 
Privilege of their Art, choſe to hide thoſe Eyes they could 
not draw. 
Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kiſs me again. 
And why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child, govern a Man ? 
Cher. Becauſe that a Child is the End of Love. 
Arch. And fo ends Love's Catechiſm —— And now, 
my Dear, we'll go in and make my Maſter's Bed. 
Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin You have taken 
a great deal of Pains to inſtruct me, and what d'ye think 
[ have learn'd by it ? 
Arch. What? 


you a Footman any longer. 
Arch. Oons, what a Witch it is! 

nd Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that Garb 
ſhall ever tempt me; for tho I was born to Servitude, 

rds Wl hate it: 

lac me, and then ——— 

| Arch. And then we ſhall go make my Maſter's. Bed? 

hat W Cher. Yes. 

; Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a Pd 

um, Iman, my Education was liberal; but F went to: Zondon 

a younger Brother, fell into the Hands of Sharpers, who 


now my Neceflity brings me to what you ſee. 

Cher. Then take my Hand promiſe to marry 
ne before you ſlee eep, and I'll make you Maſter of two. 
houſand Pounds, 

Ach. How! 


Cher. 


Cher. That your Diſcourſe and your Habit are con- 
traditions, and it wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to believe 


Own your Condition, ſwear you love: 


ript me of my Money, my Friends diſown'd me, and 
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Cber. Two thouſand Pound that I have this Minute I O⸗ 
in my own Cuſtody; ſo throw off your Livery this In- Pr 
ſtant, and I'll go find a Parſon ? 

Arch. What ſaid you? a Parſon, 

| Cher. What! Do you ſcruple ? 

Arch. Scruple ! No, no, but — two thouſand Pound 7 
you ſay ? 

Cher. And better. 

Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall I do ? —— But heark'e, 

Child, what need you make me Maſter of your ſelf and 8 
Money, when you may have the ſame Pleaſure out of 
me, and ſtill keep your Fortune in your own Hands ? 

Cher. Then you won't marry me? | 

Arch. I would marry you, but 1 

Cher, O ſweet Sir, I'm your humble Servant, you're Mrs, 
fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me that any Gentle- 
man who cou'd bear the Scandal of wearing a Livery, 

wou'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let the Condition be 
what it wou'd — no, no, Sir, —but I hope you'll pardon 
the Freedom I have taken, ſince it was only to inform 
myſelf of the Reſpect that I ought to pay you. [ Goixę. 

- Arch: Fairly bit, by Jupiter Hold, hold! and have 
you actually two thouſand Pounds? 

Cher. Sir, I have my Secrets as well as you — when 
you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be — and 
be aſſur'd that I have Diſcoveries that will match your, 
be they what they will —— In the mean while be ſatiſ 
fied that no Diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt you, but 
beware of my Father [Exit 

Arch. So - we're like to have as many Adventures in 
our Inn, as Don Quixote had in his Let me fee — 
two thouſand Pounds! If the Wench wou'd promiſe to 
die when the Money were ſpent, I-gad, one wou'd marry 
her ; but the Fortune may go off in a Year or two, and 
the Wife may live Lord knows how long ! Then 


an Inn- Keeper's Daughter; ay, that's the Devil — there 
= Pride brings me off. 


For wwhatſoe'er the Sages charge on Pride, 
The Angels Fall, and twenty Faults beſide, 


- 
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On Earth, I'm ſure, mong us of mortal Calling, 
Pride ſaves Man of, and Woman too from falling. 

| [ Exit. 
The End of the ſecond ACT. 


| AC T - ME 
SCENE, Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 
Enter Mrs. Sullea and Dorinda. 


, Mrs. Sul. HF; ha, ha, my dvar Siſter, let me embrace 
| | thee, now we are Friends indeed; for I 
ſhall have a Secret of yours, as a Pledge for mine now 
you'll be good for ſomething, I ſhall have you converſ- 
able in the Subjects of the Sex. | | 
Dor. But do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall 
in Love with a Fellow at firſt ſight ? \ 
Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ! now you ſpoil all, why ſhou'd not, 
we be as iree in our Friendſhips as the Men? I War- 
ant you the-Gentleman has got to his Confident already, 


I has avow'd his Paſſion, toaſted your Health, call'd you, 
m. en thouſand Angels, has ran over your Lips, Eyes, 
tie Neck, Shape, Air, and every thing, in a Deſcription 


bat hat warms their Mirth to a ſecond Enjoyment. 

Dor. Your Hand, Siſter, I a'n't well. 

Mrs. Sal. So — ſhe's breeding already— come, Child, 
p with it — hem a little —ſo — now tell me, don't you 
ke the Gentleman that we ſaw at Church juſt now? 

Dor. The Man's well enough. 

Mrs. Sal. Well enough ! Is he not a Demi-God, a 
Narc/ſus, a Star, the Man i' the Moon:? 

Dor. O Siſter, I'm extremely ill. 

Mrs. 8“. Shall I ſend to your Mother, Child, for a 
tle of her Cephalick Plaiſter to put to the Soles of your 
eet? or ſhall I ſend to the Gentleman for ſomething for 
or Come, unlace your Stays, unboſome of +” 
0:8 © = K 
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ſelf — the Man is perfectly a pretty Fellow, I faw hin D 
when he firſt came into Church. | 
Dor. I ſaw him too, Siſter, and with an Air that 644] 
ſhone, methought, like Rays about his Perſon. 

Mrs. Sal. Well faid, up with it. 

Der. No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to ſet hate 
him off, no ſtudy'd Looks, nor artful Poſture, but 
Nature did it all wy 

Mrs. Su“. Better and better — One Touch more 
come 

Der. But then his Looks — did you obſerve lis Eyes? N. 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, I did ——his Eyes; well, what . 
of his Eyes ? 

Der. Sprightly, but not wandring ; they ſeem'd to pock. 
view, but never gaz d on any thing but me — and then I and 
kis Looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, that they 
aimꝰd to tell me that he cou'd with Pride die at my . 
n Pb a? pron Ne * 

rs. Sul. The Ph wor 9 ow 

Dor. Hem ! much better, my Dear — O here comes i | 4 
our Mercury ! [Enter Scrub.) Well, Scrub, what New 


of the Gentleman ? - + 
of New Madam, I have brought you a whole Packet I ma 
ews. 

D Ser 
Open it quickly, come. t 


: Scrub. In the firſt Place I enquir'd who the Gentleman 
was ? They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, I ask'd 
what the Gentleman was? They anſwer'd and ſaid, Tha Al 
they never ſaw him before. Thirdly, I enquir'd what | 
Country Man he was? They reply'd, twas more thang 1 
they knew. Foxrthh, I demanded whence he _ 
Their anſwer was, they cou'd not tell. And H, 
asked whither he went? And they reply'd, they knew 
nothing of the Matter. — And this is all I cou'd learn. 

Mrs. Sul. But what do the People ſay ? Can't they 

? 
965 Why ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueſs 4 ay 
a Mountebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome another; 
for wy own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit ? ir 


- 


The Beaux Stratagein. 31 


Dor. A Jeſuit ! Why a Jeſuit ? 

Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his Horſes always ready 
faddled, and his Footman talks French. + 

Mrs. Su/. His Footman! 

Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were gab- 
tering French like two intriguing Ducks in a Mill- 
Pond ; and I believe they talk'd of me, for they laugh'd 
conſumedly. 

Dor. What ſort of Livery has the Footman ? 

Scrub. Livery! Lord, Madam, I took him for a Cap- 

tain, he's ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he has Tops 
do his Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a filver-headed Cane 

dangling at his Knuckles — he carries his Hands in his 
Pockets and walks juſt fo — [Walks in a French Air.] 
and has a fine long Periwig ty'd up in a Bag 
Lord, Madam, he's clear another ſort of Man than I. 
VR Mrs. Sl. That may eaſily be — but what ſhall we 
do now, Siſter ? 

Dor. IJ have it This Fellow has a World of 
Simplicity, and ſome Cunning, the firſt hides the lattgr 
by abundance — Scrub. | 

Scrub. Madam. 

Dor. We have a great Mind to know who this Gen- 
tleman is, only for our Satisfaction. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, it would be a Satisfaction, no 
doubt. | 

Der. You muſt go and get acquainted with his Foot- 
man, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your 
Ale, becauſe you're Buttler to-day. f 

Scrub. Ves, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 

Mrs. Sul. O brave Siſter ! o' my Conſcience, you 
underſtand the Mathematics already Tis the beſt 
Plot in the World; your Mother, you know, will be 
gone to Church, my Spouſe will be got to the Ale- 
houſe with his Scoundrels, and the Houſe will þe our 
dyn ſo we drop in by accident, and ask the Fel- 
J ſome Queſtions our ſelves. In the Country, you 

Know, any Stranger is Company, and we're glad to 
ike up with the Butler in a Country Dance, and hap- 
„ if he'll do us the Favour, ; ; 

Scrub. 
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Scrub. Oh ! Madam, you wrong me; I never e. 
ſusd your Ladyſhip the Favour in my Life, 


Enter Gipſy. 
Gip. Ladies, Dinner's upon Table. 
Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your Waiting 69 
where we order'd you. | 
Scrub. I ſhall. 


SCEN E changes to the Inn. 


Eater Aimwell and Archer. 


Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a Markſman. 

Aim. A Markſman! who fo blind cou'd be as nat 
diſcern a Swan among the Ravens ? 

Arch. Well, but heark'e, Aimwell. 

Aim. Aimrwell! call me Orcondates, Ceſario, Amai:, 
all that Romance can in a Lover paint, and then I'll an- 
ſwer. O Archer, I read her thouſands in her Looks, 
the look'd like Ceres in her Harveſt, Corn, Wine and 
Oil, Milk and Honey, Gardens, Groves and purling 
Streams, play'd on her plenteous Face. 

Arch. Her Face ! her Pocket, you mean: the Corn, 
Wine and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, ſhe has ten thou. 
fand Pound, that's the Exgliſb on't. 

Aim. Her Eyes 

Arch. Are Demi-Canons, to be ſure; fo I won! 
and their Battery. Going. 

Aim. Pray excuſe me, my Paſſion muſt have vent. 

Arch. Paſſion ! what a plague, d' ye think theſe Ro. 
mantick Airs will do our Buſineſs? Were my Temp 
as extravagant as yours, my Adventures have ſomething 
more romantick by half. 

Aim. Your Adventures ! 

Arch. Yes. 


* 


The Nymph, that with her twice ten hundred Pound. 

With brazen Engine hot, and Quoif clear ftarch'd, 
Can fre the Gueſt in warming of the Bel 
Ther 


* Fd 


ingro 
You, | 
fall fe 
tom. 


While 


Ain 
any to 
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The Beaux Stratagem. 33 


There s a Touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the 
Subject but an Inn-keeper's Daughter: I can play with 
a Girl as an Angler does with his Fiſh ; he keeps it at 
the end of his Line, runs it up the Stream, and down 
the Stream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles the 
Trout, and fo whips it into his Basket. 

Enter Boniface. 

Bon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying is yonder's an 
honeſt Fellow below, my Lady Bountiful's Butler, who 
begs the Honour that you wou'd go home with him 
and fee his Cellar. ä 

Arch. Do my Baſ/emains to the Gentleman, and tell 
him I will do myſelf the Honour to wait on him im- 
mediately, as the ſaying is. : 

Bon. I ſhall do your Worſhip's Commands, as. the 
ſaying is. [ Exit bowing edu 


1K 


dis Aim, What do I hear? ſoft Orpheus play, an 
ry Tiftida ſing ? 
8 Arch. Pſhaw ! Damn your Raptures; I tell you here's 


a Pump going to be put into the Veſſel, and the Ship 
will get into Harbour, my Life on't. You ſay, there's 
: another Lady very handſome there. 

— Aim. Yes faith. 

hoy Arch. I'm in Love with her already. 

Aim. Can't you give me a Bill _ Cherry in the 
mean time. 

Arch. No, no, Friend, all her Corn, Wine and Oil, is 
ingroſs'd to my Market And once more I warn 
you, to keep your Anchorage clear of mine; for if you 
fall foul on me, by this Light, you ſhall go to the bot- 
tom. What ! make Prize of my little Frigate, 
while I am upon the Cruiſe for you. | 11 


| Enter Boniface. 

Aim. Well, well, I won't Landlord ; have you 
any tolerable Company i in the Houſe ? I don't care for 
dining alone. 

Bon. Yes; Sir, there's a Captain below, as * faxing 
5, that arriv d about an Hour ago. = 


I | Aim. 
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Ain. Gentlemen of Jo Coat are welcome 


Where; will you make him a Complement from My 
and tell him I ſhould be glad of his Company? * " 
I”; Who. ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'd —— . 

| m. Ha! that Stroak was well thrown in Cot 
Tm only a Traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be glad ( 
of his Company, that's all. ; 
Bon. I obey your Commands, as the ſaying is. [Exi, ( 
Emer Archer. a 

Arch. Sdeath ! I had forgot 3; what Title will yon 4 
ive yourſelf ? 0 
Aim. My Brother's, to be ſure; he wou'd never give I han 
me any thing elſe, ſo I'll make bold with his Honour MW Tm 
this bout —— you know the reſt of your Cue. 4 
Arch. Ay, ay. [Exit, G 
Du Gibbet. 2 

Gib. Sir, Pm yours. "Ov 


Ain. Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't knoy A; 
ou. . 
iy Gib. I don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never {ay * 
me beſore I hope. Aldi. care 
Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the Honour d Road 
ſeeing v you now ? Aon 
Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman = Git 
but my Landed. "oy 
n. O, — EY ou' re the Ca 
tain he told me of. . N 
Gib. At your Service, Sir. 
Aim. What Regiment ? may I be ſo bold ? | 
Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. ¶ preſum 
Aim. Very old, if your Coat be Regimental. [jd] 
You have ſerv'd abroad, Sir ? 
Gib. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations, twas my Lot to lthat ar 
ſent into the worſt Service; I wou'd have quitted 1; 
Indeed, but 2 Man of Honour, you know —— Beſide 
*twas for the good of my Country that T ſhou'd be and no 
broad —— Any thin . . 
m a Roman 
_ 4 Val. 


15 
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Ain. One of the firſt, III lay my Life [e.] You 
found the Weft- Indies very hot, Sir. 
Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 
Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen your Face at Wills 
Coffee-houſe ? 
| Gib. = Sir, and at White's too. 
Aim. And where is your Com now, Captain ? 
Gib. They a'n't come yet. Ms 4 
Aim. Why, d'ye expect 'em here? 
Gib. They'll be here to night, Sir. 
n Aim. Which way do they march ? , 
Gib. A-croſs the Country —— The Devil's in't, 171 
e han't ſaid enough to encourage him to declare — but 
ur Tm afraid he's not right, I muſt tack about, 
Aim. Is your Company to Quarter at Litchfield ? 
Gib. In this Houſe, Sir. 

Aim, What! all? 

Gib. My Company's but thin, ha, ha, ha, we are but 
three, ha, ha, ha. 

Aim. You' re merry, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I underſtand 
the World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling : I don't 
care, Sir, for anſwering Queſtions directly upon the 
Road —- for I generally ride with a Charge about me. 

Aim. Three or four, I believe. LAlde. 

Gib. T am credibly inform'd that there are Highway- 
men upon this Quarter ; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect a 
Gentleman of your Figure But truly, Sir, I have 
got ſuch a way * Evaſion upon the Road, that I don't 
care for ſpeaking Truth to any Man. 

Aim. Your Caution may be neceſſary Then I 
. preſume you're no Captain. 

i Gib. Not I, Sir; in is a good travelling Name, 
and fo I take it; it Rope a great many fooliſh Inquiries 
that are generally made about Gentleman that travel ; 
ted it gives a Man an Air of ſomething, and makes the 
110 Drawers obedient And thus far I am a Captain, 
be "Wand no farther. © | 
uy 4im. And pray, Sir, what is your true Profeſſion? 


Ai Vol. II. O Gib. 


to * 
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ib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me— upon my Word, 
"Sir, I ddn't think it fafe to tell ye. 


* * ha, ha, upon my word, I commend you. 


ttb Enter Boniface. 
. Mr. Boniface, what's the News? 
There's another Gentleman below, as the ſaying 
_— you were but two, wou'd be glad to 
2. the third Man, if you'd give him leave. 
Aim. What is he ? t 


he's he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain to the French 


. Is he a Frenchmas ? 

Box. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſeli. 

Gib. A Frenchman, and a Prieſt ! I won't be ſeen in 
3 Sir; I have a Value for my Reputa- 


mr Zim. Nay, but lince we ave by qurſelves—— 
Can he 1 a ox Landlord ? 
Bien. Very well, Sir; you may known him, as the Sey 


d na all. 
Aim. Then he has been in England before ? 
Bon. Never, Sir ; but he's 39 — 
2 he talks Latin, it does me good to hear 
Latin. 


Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface. 
de Not I, Sir, as the Saying is; but he talks it ſo 
very faft, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. 


Ain. Eray, deſire him to walk up. 
— 3 N 


A Frenchman ! Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 


E. 

e ig. Och, dear Joy, I am your molt faichful Sher 

| "vant, and yours alſho, hy 
i 1s 71 


* 


- 


The Beaux Stratagem. 37 


Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Engl, but you 
have a mighty Twang of the Foreigner. 
Foig. My Engliſh is very well for the vords, but we 
Foreigners, you know, cannot bring our Tongues about 
the Pronunciation ſo ſoon. 

Aim. A Foreigner! a downright Teague, by this 
Light. [ 4/fde.] Were you born in France, Doctor? 
| Foig. I was educated in France, but I was borned at 

Bruſſels : 1 am a Subject of the King of Spain, Joy. 

Gib. What King of Spain, Sir? ſpeak. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 

[ Aim. Nay, Captain, that was too hard upon the 
Doctor, he's a Stranger. : 
Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, I am of a Nation 


bY that is not eaſily put out of Countenance. . 
Aim. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Diſpute —= 
Here, Landlord, is Dinner ready ? LES 
a Bon. Upon the Table, as the Saying is. be.” 
r Aim. Gentlemen — pray — that Door. 


Faig. No, no, fait, the Captain muſt lead. 

Aim. No, Doctor, the Church is our Guide. 

Fe? Gib. Ay, ay, ſo it is | | : 

* [Exit foremoſt, they follow. 
SCENE changes to a Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 


Tier Archer and Scrub finging, and hugging one another; 
" Scrub with a Tarkard in bis Hand, Gipſey lining at 


a diftance. 


tl Scrub. Tal, all, Dall Come, my dear Boy 
let us have that Song once more. ut ak 
Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family: — But 

will you be ſure to keep the Secret ? 

Scrub. Pho ! upon my Honour, as I'm a Gentleman, 
Arch, Tis enough — You muſt know then, that my 
Maſter is the Viſcount Aimavell ; he fought a Duel 
kother Day in London, wounded his Man fo dangerouſly, 
that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears whether the 
Gentleman's Wounds be I or not: He never was 
O 2 in 
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in this part of Exgland before, fo he choſe to retire to 
this Place, that's all. 

Gib. And that's enough for me. [Exi, 

| Scrub. And where were you when your Maſter fought? 

Arch, 2 never know of our Maſters Quarrels. 

Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Country here receive 
a Challenge, the firſt thing they do, is to tell their Wives; 
the Wiſe tells the Servants, the Servants alarm the Te- 
nants, and in half an Hour, you ſhall have the whole 
Country up in Arms. 

22. fe hinder two Men from doing what they 
3 no mind for — But if you ſhould chance to talk 
row of this Buſineſs ? 

"Stub. Talk ! ah, Sir, bad I not learr'd the knack 
of holding my Tongue, I had never livd ſo long i in a 
great Family. 

Arch. Ay, ay, to be fure, there are Secrets in all 
Families. 

Scrub. Setrets O Lud ! but I'll fay no more 
Comte fit down, we'll make an end of our Tankard: 


ere 
Arch. With all my Heart ; who knows but you and 
rag to be better acquainted eh —— Here's 
our Ladies Health ; you have three, I think, and to 
be k ſure there muſt be among, em. 
A Friend. 


Scrub. Secrets 1 Ah!] Friend, Friend, 1 wiſh I had 
ech Aw not I en 70. you and I wil 
be Tworn, Brothers. 
Scrub. Shall we ? | 
eb. From this Minute Give me a Kiſs — 
now Brother Scrub. 
Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, I will tell yon 
that will make your Hair fland an end : ——- 
u müſt know, 2 in Love. 
b * . F terrible Secret, that's "hs truth ont. 
8720 e, . tha _ with us juſt now 
hore that ever wore 2 
2651 Pm DE he? for 1255 of her. 


- . Arch. 
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Arch. Ha, ha, ha-— Are you in Love with her F 
ſon, or her Virtue, Brother Scrub? 

Scrub. I ſhould like Virtue beſt, becauſe it is more 
durable than Beauty ; for Virtue holds good with ſome 
Women long, and many a Day after they have loſt it. 

Arch. In the Country, I grant ye, where na Woman's 
Virtue is loſt, till a Baſtard be found. 

Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhou'd have 
her all to myſelf; but I dare not put it upon that Lay, for 
fear of being ſent for a Soldier. Pray, Brother, how 
do you Gentlemen in London like that ſame Preſſing- Act? 

Arch. Very ill, Brother Scrub ; — *Tis the worſt 
that ever was made for us: Formerly” I remember 
the good Days when we cou'd dun our Maſters ſor our 
Wages, and if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have 
a Warrant to carry 'em before a Juſtice; but now if we 

talk of eating, they have a Warrant for us, and ny 
ll Wu before three Jjuſtices. 

Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating; 
for the Juſtices won't give their own Servants a bad 
Example. Now this is my Misfortune f dare not 
ſpeak in the Houſe, while that Jade, Gipſy, dings about 
like a Fury — Once I had the better end of the Staff. 

Arch. And how comes the Change now? 

Scrub, Why, the Mother of all this Miſchief i is a Priel. 

Arch. A Prieſt ! 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Babylon, that 
came over hither to {ay Grace to the French Officers, and 
eat up our Proviſions —— There's not a, Day 72 oyer 
his Head without a Dinner or Supper in this 

Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the Family 2 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Exgliſb as if he had-liv'd 
here all his Life, and tells Lies as if he had been a Tra- 
veller from his Cradle. 


Arch. And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has coriyerted; the 
Affections of your Gipſy. | 

Scrub. Converted ! ay, and perverted, m: 1 IE: Friend 
— For, I'm afraid, he has made her a Whore and 2 
Papiſt— But this is not alt; there's the French Count and 
O 3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sullen, they're in the Confederacy, and for ſome 
private Ends of their own too, to be ſure. 

Arb. A very hopeful Family yours, Brother Scrub; 
I ſuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. | 

i dcrub . Not that 1 3 She's the beſt on em, that's 
the Trutii ont But they take care to prevent my Cu- 
rioſity, by giving me ſo much Buſineſs, that I'm a per. 
felt Slaue What d' e ann 
Arb. Butler, I. 

Scrub. Ab, Lord help 7 ru tell you — Of a 
Manday, I drive the Coach; of a Fzeſday I drive the 
Plough: on-#Fednefday I follow the Hounds, 'a Thur /day 
I atun che /Denants; on Hany go to Market, on Sa. 
draw Warrants, and a Sni draw Beer. 
Arcb. Ha, ha, ha! if Variety be a Pleaſure in Life, 

u have enough one, 1 Brother —— But what 

are thoſe? e 1 
ern. Ours, ours; 8 — the right Hand d 

Mrs. Sullen, and the other Mrs: re 
mind em. fit ill, Man —o— N 9 

50 8 2: #1117 14 301811003 YI ug * Sure 
- 8411. yo „Eser Mrs. Sullen a Dorinda „ i 

Mrs. Sul. Thave heard my Brother talle of any Lord I Phyſi 
Lfimwel}, but they — 2 —— the finer Gen- Ker 
re ene {31 Yao tn Mi 

Der. That's impoſſible, Sifler,/\ prope 
Mrz, Sul: Hos eli cho eundverpickebithdy d Ar 
——— matter ſor that; if E can creep into his Heart, ¶ and ſe 
— —— Iwarrant him: I have heard ſay, of us, 

at by the Behaviour of then ¶ Partie 
— I ron wiſh we —— talk to that Fellow. Wage 

Mee 64“ So do II for I think, be's a very pretty 2 
Fellow: Come this Way; Pilthrow out a Lure for hin pray, 
. — nn Ard 

all a Turn ward the oppoſite Side of the Stags the Se 

5 J. Sullen Haß, ber Fan, Archer runs, takes it up, Mr 
10 Wed ren it's ber.! Arc 
es. Corn, Wine and Oil indeed — But, I think, I fervin 
n the greateſt Plenty of Fleſh and — their 


- 
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ſhould be my Choice Ay, ay, ſay you ſo — 
— — Your Ladyſhip's Fan. 

Mrs. Sul. O Sir, I thank you — What handlome 
Row the Fellow made — 18 

Der. Bow! Why I have known ſeveral Pretinecoe 
down from F and 

carry off the beſt Fortunes in the Count). 

\ [4h n That Project, for ought I 1 had) 

ours — Brother Scrub, 1% Tag) _u 
3 me ? 

Scrub. Ladies, his hä the firange Gentlomdn's Seovats 
that you ſaw at Church to-day; I undexſtood he game 
from London, and fo I invited him to:the»Celar, that 
he might ben me the neweſt Floaciſh in uuhetting my 
„Knives. en H dd 
Der. And T hope yoo hive mace nth af ie 2: way 

Arch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your La- 
dyſhip + Liquor i li too potent fur enen 
. — 10 % bag a 21M 
Mrs, Sal. What, then you dot uſtally;drjnk Ale. | 
Arch. No, Madam, my c—_— Drink is Tea, or 
1141 —— OT the 8 
h a. inſt Spleen. ny ib, 

Srab. Of Ola! K Footman have:the Spies g- 

Mrs. Sal. Tang that ny 7 2-4 had becn.only 
Powe le of Quality. ut e KHE bt? 
y. „ like all other Balbo it wears: out, 
art, and fo 1 deſcends to their Servants ; tho in a gteat many 
ſay, of us, I believe, it proceeds from ſome 2niclanghply 
hen —_— in the Blood, occafioned by the Sragnatipn. of 
Po a x 2100 eme 

Dor: How affectedly the Fellow mika - How long 
pray, have you ſerv'd your preſent Maſter ? 9144 

Arch. Not long ; my Life has been RY 
the Service of the Ladies. > > noe 

Mrs. Sul. and pray, which S do von li 

Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt; —.— 
ſerving them is ſufficient Wages; cherer Chatm in 
their Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with their ent 
mands, and gives our Duty the Wings of W 
04 rs. 


„5%  . 


SIP 
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rs: Gul. That ! light was above the Pitch of a Li. 


1 very ; and Sir, wou | not you be ſatisfy'd to ſerve a 
Lady again 
Arch. As Gioom of the Chambers Madam, but not 
1 @ Fbottnan. 


Mrs, S8. T fuppoſe you ſer y d as Footman before ? 

Ach. For that Reaſon 1 wou'd not ſerve in that 
Poſt again; for my Memory is too weak for the Load 
of 9 that the Ladies lay upon their Servants in 
Lanabn: My Lady Howd'ye, the laſt Miſtreſs I ſerv'd, 
calPd me up one Morning, and told me, Martin, go to 
neo vai om hr Lady humble Service ; tell her I 
yeſterſtay, and left Word 

— the Preliminaries of the Affair 
—— till we Know the Concurrence 
I know of, for which there are 
wanting quan we ſhall accommodate 


2 certain time to he Die 


inements that naturally attend Things, that to het 
ure of more Importance 
"Mrs. 48 


„ , ha, whers aer you going, Sir? 
eh. Why. I ha'n't half done —— The whole 

ow'dye was about Half an Hour long ; ſo happen 'd 
to-miſplace two Syllables,- and was turn d off, and rea- 
der'd incapable. — 
De. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Siſter, I ever faw. — 
But, Friend, if your Maſter be marry'd, — I preſume 
you fill erve » Lady 

Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into 

a marry'd Family; the Commands of the Maſter and 
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Arch. I don't know how, Madam. I had a Lieu- 
tenancy offer d me three or four times; but that is not 
Bread, Madam — I live much better as Ido. 

Scrub. Madam, he ſings rarely — I was thought to 
do pretty well here in = Country till he came ; but 


alack a- day, I'm nothing to my Martin. 
en Does he ? Pray Sir, will you, ene 
nge? | 


Arch. Are ee e 
fa Oh! He. has che pureſt Ballad about 2 
Trifle — ._. 
Mrs. Sal. A Trifle ! Pray, Sir, lers have 5 3 r 
oh, In  aſham'd. to offer you a Trifle, Madan : 
. [Sings to the Tune of Sir Simon the KR. 


"= Trifling Song you Hal 3 r | 
Begun with a Trifle and ended, &c. 


"Mrs. Fal. Very well, Sir, we're ag d to you — 
Something for a Pair of Gloves. 
1 * 5 


Neri 

Arch. J humbly beg leave to be iſe My Maſter, 
Madam, pays me; nor dare I take Money from any 
other Hand, without i e his e and diſabey- 
ing his Commands. [xit. 

Dor. This is ſarprizing_-: Did you. ever fee fo pry 
a well-bred Fellow ? 

Mrs. Sal. The Devil 1 him for wearing thay Ls- 
very. 

Der. [ fancy, Sifter, "ts may be ae GConchetnta, a. 
Friend of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip. has -pitch'd 
upon for his Courage, Fidelity, and Diſcretion, to bear 
him Com mpany in this Dreſs, and who ten to . 
his Secon Ad ow; 

Mrs. Se/. It is ſo, it muſt bo ſos and it ſhafl bab 
For I like him. | bat 1 h 204 
Dor. What ! better han the Count ? Aar D 
Mrs. Sul. The Count happen'd to be the. moſt a gree- 
able Man upon EINE ſo. I choſe him hy 

5 | 


_— SD T 
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me in my Deſign upon my Huband — But I ſhou'd 
like this Fellow better in a Deſign upon myſelf. 

Der. But now, Siſter, for an Interview with this 
Took, pers this Gentleman ; bow ſhall we bring that 


1 Patience! you Country Ladies give no Quar. 
ter, if once you be enter'd |. Wou'd you prevent 
their Defires, and give the Fellows no wiſhing time.-— 
Look'e, Dorinda, if my Lord Aimwell loves you or de- 
ſerves you, he'll ind a Way to ſee you, and there we 
muſt leave it. — My Buſineſs comes now upon the 
Tapis . Have you prepar'd. your Brother? 
Der. Yes, yes. 
Mes. Sal. And how did he relith Kt 

Der. He faid little, mumbled ſomething to him- 
flf, "ah N to nne "Ba here he 


Enter Sullen. ˖ 
2 0 What  Enging was that I heard Juſt now? 
The Singing in your. re. my Dear, you 
„ 80 
dul. You're impertinent. 
3 was ever ſo, fince T became one Fleſh 


e Flets tn rather two Carcaiſes join'd 1 unn 


tarally together. 
, Ne] ane a. living Soul. coupled wa a dea 


A Nn a as 

Vert, 20s. W. 5 Werren we! 

el Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you muſt 40 

Mrs. SJ. And my Husband ſhews you what you 

muſt ſuffer. 

de Sdenth, why can't you be-filent? 
x IT # 

5 A Lis 2 Tal r 

Do. you. thin to any. pu 


e Hb) Teh = 


| te. 
— aun 


77 2 
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Dor. That he wou'd go round the back-way, 
into the Cloſet, and liſten as I directed gut le 
me beg once more, dear Siſter, to drop this Project; 
as I told you before, inſtead of awaking him to 
neſs, you _ provoke him to Rage ; x Re then- a who 
knows how far his Brutality may carry 1100 

Mrs. Sul. I'm provided to receive l. 1 warfant 
you: But here comes the Count, vaniſf? { *?"? |! 170 

[Exi# Dorizda; 


* Enter Count Bellair. A ,5tt wh x62 

Don't you wonder, Monſieur le Count, 754 77 War 0 
at Church this Afternoon ? 3y av vo 

Count. 7 more wonder, Madam, thit your po Herb at 
all, or Bow you dare lift thoſe Eyes to kaun _— 
guilty of jo much killing. | 7 

Mrs. Sul. I Heaven, Sir, has given to my Dyes; aan 
the Power of killing, the Virtue of making a Cute, I 
hope the one may attone for the other. ' f 

Count. O /argely, Madam, 0e your" L be 
a; ready to apply the Remedy, as to give the N 
J am doubly a * gp? A 5 
" your General, then to your more 
Eyes ; my firfl Chains are eaſy, there a Ranho 25 
dem me, but from your Fetters I never Ball 

Mrs. Sul. Alas, Sir ! Why o 2 in to me 
of your Captivity, who am in Chain 
dir, that I am bound, nay, muſt 
ticular that might give a Ao 
Pri ſoner of War — of Wer in 


Parole of Honoar 3 dun e ra oe 


er Hors 


Liberty ? 


— 1 add — — 
1 


* This Scene priated in Bac, "ith 
of the Care, was cut 905 by 5 An 


5 kid Kid W 3 e 
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Count. Mo certainly I aon d, were 7 a Priſoner a. 
mon the Turks ; dis is your Caſe, you're a Slave, Ma- 
dam, Slave to the worſt of Turks ; a Hutband. 

Mr. Sul. There lies my Foible, I confeſs 3; no Fortiß. 
kation, no Courage, Conduct nor Vigilancy, can pretend 
to defend a Plate, where the Cm of the Governor 
forces the Garriſon to Mutiny. 

Count. And where de Befteger is reſolv' d to die befort 
de Pla — Here will I fix ; [Kneels] with Tear, 
Vows and Prayers, aſſault your Heart, and never riſe till 
Jou ſurrender ; or if 1 muſt form —— Love and St. Mi- 
chael —— And þo I begin the Attack 

Mrs. Sul. Stand off, — Sure be bears me not —— 
nd 1 cou'd almoſt with —— be did not the Fel. 
low makes Love very prettily. [Afide.]- But, Sir, why 
Be you put fuch a Value upon my Perſon, when you 
fee it defpis'd by one that knows it ſo much better? 

Count. He knows it not, the” be poſſefſes it: 188 
but knew the Value of the Tewel the i: Maſter of, he 

<vou'd aways wear it next ix . "and "Neep xwith 
it in bi Arms.” - 


Mrs. Sul. Bur free . thei me unregarded fo 


-- Count. 44 ot — Value wel] come 


b, and tali you x 1 ts 17 be wy wu. — 


Pes alin with his Sword drawn,” 

it Hola, „ bold. u 

Mrs. Sul. "(Prefenting u Pill} B. you les 

e 1 Murther your Huuband, ro defend your 

e 

1. Sul. Buth ! For game, Mr. . Bulſkts cue 
hay Shards, the — — he's — 
you = 7 was aware 2 
_this m rberi v * an, i e een dere, 10 
r Ne agtinft ide Forer 1 this — 


n Nan vs Ne 


Guunre 0 Madam, „„ beter Five- Avms' tat 
yaw Piel, hg never wife . 


A 3 1s 
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Sul. hat! court my Wife to n Face 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Mr. Sullen, * be your Bu 


ry for a Minute. 


Sub. To give time to iu, an Excuſs, 12 — 
Ars. Sal. { need. ORE * av 
Sul. Nog. fen 14. 27d owery Syllable of your Dede. 
Count. 4 / — 4 tink de Dialogae was der 


gp Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe; Sir, you beard n 


of your own Barbarity ? 


Zul. Barbarity ! Oons what does the Woman call Bar- 

barity ? Do I ever medale nvith you # ©. 

Mrs: Sul. No, | 
Sul. 4s for you, Sir, I all tale phy "Ss prob roll 
Count. Ab, begar, //o muft J. | 
Sul. Lande, - Madam, don't think that ay _dager Pre- 

terds from any Concern I have for your Honour, . 

my own 3 and if you can contrive any Way of being a 

Whore without making me a Cuckold, do it and welcome. 
M. Sul: Sir, I thank you kindly, you -wou'd allow me 

the Sin, but rob me of the Pleaſure — Ne, ne, n 14+ 

ſalv d newer to venture upon the Crime, without tht Sa- 

li faction of ſeeing you puniſb d for t. 1 

Sul. Den ill you grant me this, my Dear ? Let any 

Body elſe do you the Favour but that Frenchman, for I 

mortally hute his whole Generation. Exit. 
Count. Ab, Sir, that 8 for begar, I love 

fome of your Madam — "(Appraaching her. 
Mrs. Sul. No, Si ? 
Count. Ne, eee, Ae Tom not your 

Hazband l. e WTR 
Mrs. Sul. 73s time — you, Sir ;— Iheliedtd 

your- Addrifſos 4% me were: no more than en Amuſettent, 


and I hope- you will think. the ſame f my Complaitance.; 
and is convince. you that yon ought, yon wil. new, 
that I brought you hither only ta. make. you- inflrumental 
ir ſetting. me right "with ty. e 
ar norte. my Appointment. > » 

Count By your Appoint ment d s W O Ne 
| ; Mrs. Sul. Certginly / aw egg ny 0) ww 


1 . 
WES. 4 
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| Count. And fo, Madam, while I was telling t wenty 
Stories to part you from your Husband, begar, I wa; 
bringing you together all the while. 
Mrs. Sul. I ant your Pardon, Sir, but I hope this 9will 
give you a Taſte of the Virtue of the Engliſh Ladies. 
Count. Begar, Madam, your Virtue be vera great, 
bat Garzoon, your Honeſtly be vera little. 


8 Enter Doriada. 
Mrs. Sul. Nay, now you're angry, Sir. © | 
. Count, Angry ! Fair Dorinda [Sings Fair Dorinda the 
Opera Tune, and addreſſes to Dorinda.] Madam, when 
your Ladyſbip wants a Fool, ſend for me, Fair Dorinda 
Revenge, c. BY [Exit. 

Mrs. Sul. There goes the true Humour of his Nation, 
Reſentment _ good Manners, and the height of Anger 
im a Song — Well, Sifter, you muſt be Judge, for you have 
rr 

Dor. And 1 bring in my Brother guilty. 

| Mrs. Sul. But I muft bear the Puniſbment———— 'T;; 
bard, Sifter. | 

Dor. I own it — but you muſt have Patience. 

Mrs. Sul. Patience ! The Cant of Cuflom - Providence 
Sends no Evil without a Remedy — foou'd lie groaning 
under a Yoke I can ſhake off, I were acceſſary to my Ruin, 
and my Patience were no better than Self- Murther. 

Dor. But bow can you ſhake off the Yoke — — Your 
ian, don't come within the Reach of the Law, fer 
a Divorce. | Ae | 
Met. Sul. Law! What Law can ſearch into the re- 
mote Abyſs of Nature, ⁊ubat Evidence can prove the un- 
accountable Diſafſettions of Wedlock ? - Can a Fury ſum 
wp the endleſs Averfions that are rooted in our Souls, or 
can a Bench give Judgment upon Antipathies ? 

Dor. They never pretended, Sifter 3 they never mad. 
Ale, but in caſe of Uncleanneſs., 5180 
. Mrs. Sul. Uncleanneſs! O Siſer ! Caſual Violation i1 
a tranſient Injury, and may poſſibly be repair d, but can 
radical Hatreds be ever recuncii d ? — No, no, Sifter, Na- 
ture is the fi Lawgiver, and when ſhe hat ſet —— 
78299 jon app, 
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oppoſite, not all the golden Links of Wedlocl, nor Jron 
Aascl, of Lany can keep em faſt. 


Wedlock we own ordain'd by Heaven's Decree. 
But ſuch as Heaven ordain'd it firſt to be; 
Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife, 

As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 
View all the Works of Providence above, 

The Stars with Harmony and Concord move; 
View all the Works of Providence below, 

The Fire, the Water, Earth and Air we know, 
All in one Plant agree to make it grow. 

Muſt Man, the chieſeſt Work of Art Divine, 

Be doom'd in endleſs Diſcord to repine ? 

No, we ſhould injure Heaven by that Surmiſe, 
Omnipotence is juſt, were Man but wiſe. 


The End of the third A CT. 


WW NAICS 


MOL : 


BL ALAS COCONUT AIAN FA 


Acer . 
SCENE continues. 


f F Enter Mri. Sullen. 
Mrs. Sul, TERE. T born an humble Turk, where 
e 


Women have no Soul nor Property, 
1 were I malt fit contented - But in England, a 
Country whoſe Women are its Glory, muſt Women be 
abus d? Where Women rule, muſt Women be enſlav'd ? 
Nay, cheated into Slavery? mock d by a Promiſe of 
comfortable Society into a Wilderneſo of Solitude? 
I dare not keep the Thought. about me O1. here 
is n aue vo 
an Wo A IRA vt KT. m JN 


Euter a xy Ka Woman. 


NY rs reg an 
Lady Bountiful, a'n't ye ? | Mr. 


40 The Beaux Stratagem. 


Mrs. Sul. Well, good Woman, go on. 

oem. I come ſeventeen long Mail to have a Cure 
for my Husband's fore Leg. 

Mrs. Sal. Your Husband! What, Woman, cure your 
Husband ! 

em. Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg won't let him 
ſtir from home. Ep 

Mrs. Sul. There, I confeſs, you have given me a 
Reaſon. Well, good Woman, I'll tell you what you 
muſt do — You - muſt lay your Husband's Leg upon a 
Table, and with a Chopping-Knite you muſt lay it 
open as broad as you can, then you muſt take out the 
Bone, and beat the Fleſh ſoundly with a Rowling: pin, 
then take Salt, Pepper, Cloves, Mace and Ginger, ſome 
Sweet-Herbs, and ſeaſon it very well, then roll it up 
like Brawn, and put it into the Oven for two Hours. 

Vom. Heaven reward your Ladyſhip — I have two 
little Babies too that are pitious bad with the Graips, 


a'n't pleaſe ye. 


Mrs. Sal. Put a little Pepper and Salt in their Bellies, 
good Woman. [ Fater Lady Bountiful.) I beg: your 
Y 


ſhip's Pardon for taking your Buſineſs out of your 

Hands, I have been a-tampering here a little with one 
of your Patients. , | 

L. Beun. Come, good Woman, don't mind this mad 


Creature; I am the Perſon that you want, I ſuppoſe 


What wou'd you have, Woman ? 

Mrs. Sal. She wants ſomething for her_Husbard's 

L. Boun. What's the matter with his Leg, Goody? 
Von. It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a ſort of 
Dizzineſs in his Foot, then he had a kind of Lazineſs 
in his Joints, and then his Leg broke out, and then it 
ſwell'd, and then it clos'd again, and then it broke out 
again, and then it feſter'd, and then it grew better, 
and then it grew worſe again. 
Mrs. Sul. Ha, ha, ha. 

L. Boun. How can you be merry with the Misfor- 
tunes of other People ? ; 


5 | Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sal. Becauſe my own make me ſad, Madam. 

L. Boun: The worſt Reaſon in the World, Daughter 
your own Misfortunes ſhou'd teach you to pity others. 

Mrs. Sul. But the Woman's Misfortunes and mine 
are nothing alike ; her Husband is fick, and mine, alas! 
is in Health. | 

L. Boun. What! wou'd you with your Husband ſick 

Mrs. Sul. Not of a fore Leg of all things. 

L. Boun. Well, good Woman, go to the Pantry, ges 


your Belly full of Victuals, then P11 give you a Receipt | 


ef Diet drink for your Husband But d'ye hear, 
Goody, you muſt not let your Husband move too 
much 


Wom. No, no, Madam, the poor Man's inclinable 
enough to lie ſtill. | [Exzr. 
L. Bean. Well, Daughter Jullen, tho' you laugh, I 
3 Miracles about the Country here with my 
pts. | | 

Mrs. Sul.” Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
body 3 but I believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes 
farther towards the Miracle than your Preſeription. 

L. Boun. Fancy helps in ſome Caſes ; but there's 
your Husband, who has as little Fancy as any body, I 
1 * him from Death's Door. TY ; 

s. Sul. I fuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink 
plentifully of Aſgs Milk. Hier? IP | 


| Enter Dorinda, runs 1 Mrs. Sullen. 
Dor. News, dear Siſter, News, News. 


Enter Archer runnim. 

Arch. Where, where is my Lady Beust? 

Pray, which is the old Lady of you three??? 
L. Boun. I am. | 


_"_— =. AW. + T — 


rity, Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability, have 


behalf of my unfortunate Maſter, who is this Moment 
breathing his laſt. | 
IT L. Bows. 


Arch. O Madam, the Fame of your Lady ſhip's Cha- 
drawn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's Help in 


2 — — — ——— 
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L. Boun. Your Maſter ! where is he? 
Areb. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the Ap. 
pearance of your handſome Houſe to view it nearer, and 
walking up the Avenue within five Paces of the Court- 
Yard; he was taken ill of a ſudden with a fort of [ 
know not what ; but down he fell, and there he lies. 

L. Bown. Here, Scrub, Gip/ey, all run, get my Eaſy- 
Chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, and bring 
kim in quickly, quickly. 
Keb. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this 
charitable AR. | | 
L. Bown. Is your Maſter us'd to theſe Fits? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently — I have known 
kim have five or fix of a Night. 

L. Baan. What's his Name? | 
- Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute's Care 
er Neglect may fave or deſtroy his Life. | 

L. Boan. Ah, poor Gentleman ! Come, Friend, ſhew 
me the way; Pl! ſee him brought in my ſelf. 6 

[Exit with Archer. 

Der. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about ſtrangely, I 

can hardly forbear running to his Aſſiſtance. 
Mrs. Sul. And Ill lay my Life he deſerves your Af- 
fiſtance more than he wants it: Did not I tell you that 
my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you ? Love's 
his Diſtemper, and you muſt be the Phyfician ; put on 
all your Charms, ſummon all your Fire into your Eyes, 


yu the whole Artillery of your Looks agaioſt hi: 
Dor 
afraid 


and down with him. | 
. O, Siſter, I'm but a young Gunner, I ſhall be 
to ſhoot, for fear the Piece ſhould recoil, and 
hurt my ſelf. | | | 

Mrs. Sul. Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before 

you, if you will. * ; 
Dor. No, no, dear Siſter, you have miſs'd your Mark 
by unfortunately, that I ſha'n't care for being inſtrufted 
- you. iT 
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Enter Aimwell in a Chair, carry'd by Archer and Scrub, 
Lady Bountiful, Gipſey. Aimwell counterftiting @ 
Sqwoon. - 
L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the Hartſhorn Drops —: 

Gip/ey, 2 Glaſs of fair Water, tis Fit's very ſtrong.— 

Bleſs me, how his Hands are clinch d. 

Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 
you help us ? Pray, Madam, [To Dorinda] take 
his Hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt I hold his 
Head. [Dorinda takes his Hand. 

Der. Poor Gentleman — Oh — he has got my Hand 
within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully — _ 

L. Boun. Tis the Violence of his Convulfion, Child. 

Arch. O. Madam, he's perfectly poſleſs'd in theſe 
Caſes — he'll bite you if you don't have a care. 

Der. Oh, my Hand! my Hand! oY 

L. Boun. What's the matter with the fooliſh Girl? I 
_— this Hand open you fee with a great deal of 


' 4h. Ay, but, Madam, your Daughter's Hand is 


ſomewhat warmer than your Ladyſhip's, and the Heat 


of it draws the Force of the Spirits that way. 
Mrs. Sal. I find, Friend, you're very learned in theſe 
fort of Fits. | 
Arch. Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm often trou- 
bled with them my ſelf ; I find my ſelf extreamly ill 
at this Minute. . [Looking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 
Mrs. Sul. [ Afide.) I fancy I cou'd find a way to cure 
Ki 


you. | 

L. Bonn. His Fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam, — Pray, young 
Lady, open his Breaſt and give him Ar. 

L. Boun, Where did his Illneſs take him firſt, pray? 

Arch. To-day at Church, Madam. | 
IL. Bown, In what manner was he taken? 

Arch. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was of a ſudden 
toach'd with ſomething in his Eyes, which at the fir, 


| 
; 
) 
| 
' 
$ 


3 felt, but cou d not tell whether twas Pain or 


7 * | L. Boun. 
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L. Bound. Wind, nothing but Wind. 

Arb. By ſoft Degrees it grew and mounted to his 

rain, there his Fancy caught it; there form'd it ſo 

utiful, and dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing Co- 
lours, that his tranſported Appetite ſeiz'd the fair Idea, 
and ſtraight convey'd it to his Heart. That hoſpitable 
Seat of Life ſent all its ſanguine Spirits forth to meet it, 
and open'd all it's ſluicy Gates to take the Stranger in. 

L. Bean. Your Maſter ſhou'd never go without a 
Bottle to ſmell to Oh! he recovers — 
the Lavender-Water — ſome Feathers to burn under 
his Noſe — Hungry-Water to rub his Temples -— 
O, he comes to himſelf, Hem a little, Sir, hem — 
. bring the Cordial- Water. 


[Aimwell /cems to awake in amaze, 
| Dor. How do you, Sir? 


Aim. Where am I ? [ Rifang, 
Sure I have paſs'd the Gulph of filent Death, 
And now am landed on the Ei Shore — 
Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 
Fair Profepine — let me adore thy bright Divinity. 

[Kneels to Dorinda, and kifſes her Hand. 
e Sul; So, ſo, ſo, I knew where the Fit wou'd 


Aim. Eurydice perhaps —— 
How cou'd thy — keep his Word, 
And not look back upon thee ; 
No Treaſure but thy ſelf cou'd ſure have brib'd him 
To lool one Minute off the. 
L. Boun. Delirious, poor Gentleman. 
Areb. Very delirious, Madam, voy: delirious. 
Aim. Martin's Voice, I think. 
Arch. Yes, my Lord — How des pour Lordſhip ? 
IL. Baan. Lord << y0u mine thas, Girls? 
Aim. Where am! 
Arcb. In very good Hands, er Yu dees bar 
juſt now with one of our eld Fits, under the Trees, 
juſt by this good Lady's Houſe ;- her Lady ſhip had you 
taken in, and has miraculouſly * your 
ſelf, as you —é— 


Ain. 


- 
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Aim. I am fo confounded with Shame, Madam, that 
can now only beg Pardon And refer my 


Acknowledgments for your Ladyſhip's Gare, till an 
portunity offers of making ſome amends — I dare 
no longer troubleſome — Martin, give two Guineas to 
the Servants, [Going, 
Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into 
the Air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were perfectly 
recover'd. 
[ Here * talks to Lady Bountiful in dumb eau. 
Aim. That J thall never be, Madam; my preſent Ill- 
neſs is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to my 
Grave. 
Mrs. Sul. Don't deſpair, Sir; I have known ſeveral in 
your D ſtemper ſhake it off, with a Fortnight's Phyſick. 
' L. Boun. Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling me 
that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the Air—Your 
good Manners ſha'n't get the better of ours — You ſhall 
lit down again, Sir: Come, Sir, we don't mind 
Ceremanies in the Country — Here, Sir, my Service 
ye — You. ſhall taſte my Water; tis a Cordial I can 
aflure you, and of my own making —Drink it off, Sir: 
[Aimwel drinks.) And how d'ye find your ſelf now, Sir? 

Aim. Somewhat better — tho? very faint ſtil. - 

L. Bouns Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe 
Fits. Come, Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gentleman the 
im Houſe ; tis but an old Family-Building, Sir; but you 

had better walk about, and cool by W than ven- 
ture immediately into the Air ou'll find ſome 


tolerable Pictures — Dorinda, ſhew Pe Gentleman the 


Way. [ Eæit.] I muſt go to the poor Woman below. 
Dor. This Way, Sir. 


Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my Servant to wait 
on you, for he underſtands Pictures very well. 


Mrs. SJ. Sir, we underſtand Originals, as well as he 
does Pictures, ſo he may come along. 


[Ex. Dor. Mes. Syll. Aim. Arch. Aim. kad: Dor, 


Enter Foigard and Scrub, — 
Beg. Save you, Maſt Sera wy 


Scrub. 
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- Scrub. Sir, I won't be fav'd your way — I hate a Prieſt, 
I abhor the French, and I defy the Devil — Sir, I'm a 
bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt Drop of my Blood to 
keep out Popery and Slavery. | 

Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in Poli- 
ticks, and ſo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gip/ey. 

Scrub. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her; 
ſhe's ſick, Sir ; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir ; ſhe's — dead 
two Months ago, Sir. 

Enter Gipſey. 

_ Gip. How now, Impudence ! How dare you talk ſo 
faucily to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; for 
the common People of England are not ſo civil to 
Strangers, as 

Scrub. You lie, you lie; — tis the common People, 
ſuch as you are, that are civilleſt to Strangers. 
i —＋ Sirrah, I have a good mind to— Get you out, 

Sora. I wo'n't!. 

Gip. You wo'n't, Sauce-box—Pray, Doctor, what i; 
the Captain's Name that came to your Inn laſt Night? 

Scrub. The Captain ! ah, the Devil, there ſhe ham- 
pers me again; — the Captain has me on one Side, and 
the Prieſt on t'other : — So between the Gown and 
Sword, I have a fine time ont But, Cedant Arm 
Toge. | [Jai 
_ Gip. What, Sirrah, wo'n't you march? 

Scrub. No, my dear, I wo'n't march —but I'll walk: 
And T'll make bold to liſten a little too. 
F [Goes behind tht Side-Scene, and liſen. 
_ Gip. Indeed, Doctor, the Count has been barbarouſly 
treated, that's the Truth on- t. | 
Fei. Ah, Mrs. Gipſey, upon my Shoul, now Gra, his 
Complainings would mollify the Marrow in your Bones, 
and move the Bowels of your Commiſeration ; he veeps, 
and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, and he 
laughs, and he ſtamps, and he fings : In Conclufron, 
Joy, he's afllited, a /a Frangoir, and a Stranger wou' 
not know whider to cry, or to laugh with him. 


Si. What weu'd you have me do, Doctor? 
' — 


Fog. 


Si 
St 
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5 Noting, Joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs. 
ullen s Cloſet, when it is dark. 
= N othing ! ! Is that nothing ? It wou'd be both a 
Sin and a Shame, Doctor. 
Foig. Here is twenty Lewwidores, Joy, for your 
Shame; and I will give you an Abſolution for the Shin. 
Gip. But won't that Money look like a Bribe ? | 
Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it If 2 
ive the Money before hand, 'twill be Logice, a 
ribe; but if you ſtay till afterwards, "twill be only a 
ratification. 


G 

Gip. Well, Doctor, I'll take it Logic? But what 
muſt I do with my Conſcience, Sir ? 

Foig. Leave dat wid me, - Joy ; I am your Prieſt, 
Gra ; and your Conſcience is under my Hands. 

Gip. But ſhou'd I put the Count into the Cloſet 

Foig. Vell, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in a 
Cloſhet ? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſhet. 

Gip. But if the Lady ſhou'd come into her Chamber 
and go to Bed? | 

Faig. Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed, Joy? 

Gip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor ? 

Foig. Vel den the Parties muſt be reſponſible. 
Do you be gone after putting the Count in the Clo- 
ſet; and leave the Shins wid themſelves — I will come 
with the Cant to ſtrat you in your Chamber. 

Gip. Well, Doctor, your Religion is ſo pure —Me- 
thinks I'm fo eaſy after an Abſolution, and can fin afreſh 
with ſo much Security, that I'm reſolv'd to die a 
Martyr tot. Here's the Key of the Garden-door ; 
come in the back- -way, when tis late — I'll be ready 
to receive you; but don't ſo much as whiſper, only take 
* Hand ; I'll lead you, ogy the 
OR * . me. ¶Exeunt. 


Enter Scrub. = 

Scrub, What Witchcraft now have theſe oo lags 

of the Devil been a hatching here ? — There's twenty 
Lewideres ; I yoed) that. gnd fy the Parks ; * 
mult give room to my Betters. | a all 
0 4 Enter 
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; 
Enter Aimwell leading Dorinda, and making 14 1 
dun Shew —- Mrs. Sull. and Archer. a 
* Mrs. Sal. Pray, Sir, [To Archer] how d'ye like that p 
ece ? 

Areb. O, "tis Leda —You find, Madam, how Ja. fi 
piter came diſguis 'd to make Love 

Mrs. Sul. But what think you there of Alexander's Pe 
Battles ? is 
* Arch. We want only a Le Brus, Madam, to draw of 
gre iter Battles, and a greater General of our own — th 
The Danube, Madam, wou'd make a greater Figure 
in a Picture than the Granicus 3 and we have our ſhe 
Ramelies to match their Arbela. 

Mrs. Sal. Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the Cor. Tf 
ner there ? | 

Areb. O, Madam, tis poor Ovid i in his Exile. 


Mrs. Sal What was he baniſh'd for ? | — 
Arch. His ambitions Love, Madam, [Bowing.) His Fig 
Misfortune touches me. Ma 
Mrs. Sal. Was he ſaccefsful in his Amours? 


Arch. There he has left us in the dark — He was too MW gav 
much a Gentleman to tell. 
Mrs. Su/. If he were ſecret, I pity him. 
Arch. And if de were ſuc „ I envy him. 
Mrs. Sal. How d'ye like that Fenn over the Chimney? 
Arch. Venus ! 1 preteſt, Madam, I took it for your 
e hurmow'T Welt ajala, * 
Mrs. Sz/. Oh, what a Charm is Flattery ! if you wou'd 
ſee my Picture, rr 
Eye he it ? 
* - Ach. I muſt admire an Madam; char has the 
teaſt Refemblantwf you--— Ber methinis, Madam, 
[A. books at the Pifure and Mrs: Sullen three or fow 
| times, by turns.) Pray, Madam, who drew it ? 
MIS. Sul. A famous Hand, Sir. 
Pi. 1 * [Here Aimwell and Dorinda go of 
Arch. A famous 


and, Madam : —Your Eyes, 
466 are featur'd there; but where's the {par 


Me. 
ſture, ſhining Fluid, in which they foie?" —_— 
| = 8 


1 


lis 
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indeed, has your Dimples; but where's the Swarm of 
killing Cupids that ſhou'd ambuſh there? The Lips too 
are d out: But where's the Carnation Dew, the 
pouting Ripeneſs that tempts the Taſte in the Original ? 

Mrs. Su“. Had it been my Lot to have match'd wick 
ſuch a Man! [Ale 

Arch. Your Breaſts too; preſum Man ! what! 
paint Heaven! Apropo, Madam, in the very next Picture 
is Se/moneus, that was ſtruck dead with Lightning, for 
offering to imitate Fove's Thunder ; I hope you ſerv'd 
the Painter ſo, Madam. 

Mrs. Su/. Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 
ſhou'd employ their Lightning better. 

Arch. There's the fineſt Bed in that Reom, Madam ; 
| ſuppoſe tis your Ladyfhip's Bed-chamber ? 

Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir ? 

Arch. I think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever I ſaw 
—— T can't at this Diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the 
Figures of the Embroidery : Will you give me leave, 
Madam ? 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil take his Impudence—Sure, if I 
gave him an Opportunity, he durſt not offer it— I have 
a great mind to try. — [ Going. Returns.) *Sdeath, what 
am I daing ? — And alone too — Siſter, Siſter. 

Arch, III follow her cloſe —— 


For where a French-man durſt attempt to ſtorm, 
A - ms fare, may well the M. ork perfar n. LG. 
Exter Scrub. 


a 5 
Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin. 
N. O Brother Scrub, I beg your Pardon, I was 
Here's a Guinea my Maſter order'd you. 
2 Cana: hi, hi, hi, „ Guinea! eh — by 
tis Like it is a ay but I ſuppoſe you Can one 


and twenty Shillin change. 
Arch. Not at all ; 1 have another for Gip/ey. 
Scrub. A Guinea for her ! Fire and Faggot for the 


Yds ,—— Sir, * that Guinea, and T'll diſcover 
a 


Vol. II. P 


Scrub. 
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Scrub. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Plot — Firſt, it muſt 
be a Plot, becauſe there's a Woman in't: Secondly, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's a Prieſt in't: Thirdly, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's French Gold in't: And 
Fourthly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe I don't know what 
to make on't. 

Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Scrub. 

, Scrub, Truly I'm afraid fo too; for where there's a ; 

Prieſt and a Woman, there's always a Myſtery and a fin 
Riddle — This, I know, that here has been the Doctor 
with a Temptation in one hand, and an Abſolution in the Fe 
other, and Gip/ey has ſold herſelf to the Devil ; I faw the 
Price paid down, my Eyes ſhall take their Oath on't. * 

Areb. And is all this Buſtle about Gipſey? 

- Scrub. That's not all ; I cou'd hear but a Word here 
and there ; but I remember they mention'd a Count, a w 

Cloſet, a Bacle- door, and a Key. | 

Arch. The Count! Did you hear nothing of Mrs.Sulln? dhe 

Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that way: 
bat whether | was Salle or Dorinda, I cou'd not di, nt 

iſh. 

_— You have told this Matter to no body, Brother! i | 

. Scrub. Told ! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm re- 
folv'd never to ſpeak one Word, pro nor con, till we 
have a Peace. 

Arch. You're i'th* right, Brother Scrub; here's a 
Treaty a-foot between the Count and the Lady. — The 
Prieſt and the Chamber-maid are Plenipotentiaries — 
It ſhall go hard, but I'll find a Way to be included in 

the Treaty. Where's the Doctor, now? 
Scrub. He and Gipſey are this Moment devouring 
my Lady's Marmalade in the Cloſet. 

Aim. [From without] Martin, Martin ! 

Arch, I come, Sir, I come. 

Scrub. But you forget the other Guinea, Brother Maris. 

Arch. Here I give it with all my Heart. 

Scrub. And I take it with all my Soul. [Exeunt ou 
 ralh.] 1 'cod, I'll fpoil your plotting, Mrs. Gigi 
if you ſhou'd ſet the Captain upon _y theſe two Guines 
will buy me off. 4 LE 

Eat 


- 
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Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 

Mrs. Sul. Well, Sifter. - 

Dor. And well, Siſter. 

Mrs. Sul. What's become of my Lord ? 

Dor. What's become of his Servant ? 

Mrs. Sul. Servant! He's a prettier Fellow, and a 
finer Gentleman by fifty Degrees than his Maſter. 
Dor. O' my Conicience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
Fellow at the Gallows- foot. 

Mrs. Sul. O' my Conſcience I cou'd, provided I cou'd 
put a Friend of yours in his room. 

Dor. You deſir'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſgreſs'd the Bounds of Honour. 

Mrs. Sul. Thou dear cenſorious Country Girl — 
What doſt mean? You can't think of the Man without 
the Bedfellow, I find. 

Dor. I don't find any thing unnatural in that Thought; 
while the Mind is converſant with Fleſh and Blood: it 
muſt conform to the Humours of the Company. 

Mrs. Sz. How a little Love and Converſation im- 
prove a Woman] Why, Child, you begin to live — 
you never ſpoke before. 

Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before : My Lord 
has told me, that I have more Wit and Beauty than any 
of my Sex; and truly I begin to think the Man is ſincere, 

Mrs. Sul. You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is the 
Life of a Woman, and Flattery is our daily Bread; and 
he's a Fool that won't believe a Man there, as much as 
ſhe that believes him in any thing elſe — But I'll lay you 
a Guinea that I had finer things ſaid to me than you had. 

Dor. Done— What did your Fellow ſay to ye? 

Mrs. Sul. My Fellow took the Picture of Venus for 
mine. 

Dor. But my Lover took me for Venus herſelf. 

Mrs. Sul. Common Cant! Had my Spark call'd ne 
a Venus directly, 1 ſhou'd have believ'd him a Footman 

in earneſt. 
or. But my Lover was upon his Knees to me. 
Mrs. Sul. And mine = upon his Tiptocs to me. 
| 2 


Dar. 
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Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine ſwore to die with me. 
Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſoſteſt moving Things. 
Mrs. Sal. Ay, ay, mine had his moving Things too, 
Dor. Mine kiſs'd my Hand ten Gand! times. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 
Dor. Mine offer'd Marriage. 
Mrs. Sal. O Lard ! D'ye call that a moving thing? 
Der. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver, my dear Siſter; 
—— Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie brooding 
here this ſeven Years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome 
ill-natur'd Clown like yours: Whereas, if I marry 
my Lord Aimwell, there will be Title, Place and Prece- 
dence, the Park, the Play, and the Drawing-Room, Splen- 
dor, Equipage, Noiſe and Flambeaux. — Hey, my Lady 
AimewelPs Servants there — Lights, Lights to the Stairs 
— My Lady Aimwel's Coach, put forward — Stand 
by; make room for her Ladyſhip Are not theſe 
Things moving? What! melancholy of a ſudden ? 
Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy Siſter ! Your Angel has been 
watchful for your Happineſs, whilſt mine has flept re- 
gardleſs of his Charge Long ſmiling Years of circling 
Joys for you, but not one Hour for me! [ Veen. 
Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomething elſe. 
Mrs. Sul. O Darinda, I cwn my ſelf a Woman, full of 
my Sex, a gentle, generous Soul, -— eaſy and yieldi 
to ſoft Deſires, a ſpacious Heart, where Love and all 
his Train might lodge: And muſt the fair Apartment 
of my Breaſt be made a Stable for a Brute to lie in ? 
Dor. Meaning your Husband, I ſuppoſe ? 
Mrs. Sal. Husband ! No, — Even Husband is too ſoft 
a Name for him But come, I expect my Brother here 
$0-night or to-morrow ; he was abroad when my Father 
marry'd me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. 
Dor. Will you promiſe not to make your ſelf eaſy in 
the mean time with my Lord's Friend ? 
Mrs. Sl. You miſtake me, Siſter-— It happens with 
us, as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are the greateſt 
Cowards: and there's a Reaſon for it; thoſe Spirits 
evaporate in Prattle, which might do more Mi ww 
3 


The Beaux Stratagem. 63 


they took another Courſe Tho', to confeſs the 
Truth, I do love that Fellow ; And if I met him 
dreſt as he ſhould be, and I undreſt as I ſhou'd be 
Look'e, Siſter, I have no ſupernatural Gifts ; _—— I 
can't ſwear I cou'd reſiſt the Temptation, — though 
I can ſafely promiſe to avoid it ; and that's as much 
as the beſt of us can do. 


[Exeunt, 


Enter Aimwell and Archer /auzhing. 

Arch. And the awkard Kindneſs of the good mo- 
therly old Gentlewoman. 
Aim. And the coming Eaſineſs of the young one — 
'Sdeath, tis pity to deceive her. 

Leeb. Nay, if yeu adhere to thoſe Principles, ſtop 
where you are. 
Aim. I can't flop: for I love her to Diftraftion.. 

Arch. *Sdeath, if you love her a Hair's breadth be- 
yond Diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. 

Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaun- 
tering away our idle Evenings at White's, Tom's, or 
Wills, and be tinted to bear looking at our old Ac- 
8 qualntance, the Cards, becauſe our impotent Pockets 
. cat afford us a Guinea for the mercenary Drabs. 


. Tas 


ſor a ſcandalous Bottle, where we muſt not pretend to 
| bur ſhare of the Diſcourſe, becauſe we can't pay our 
ert Reckoning: —— Damn it, I had rather 
upon Morris, and ſup upon a Diſh of Bohee 

2 behind the Door - 

Aim. And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talking 
ſolt I Criticiſms, as we ſhould our want of Money by railing 
at the Government. . 

Arch. Or be obliged to ſneak into the Side-box, and 
aly. between both Houſes ſteal two Acts of a Play; and be- 
7 I caute we ha'n't Money to ſee the other three, we come 
away . and damn the whole five. 

Ain. And ten thouſund ſuch raſcally Tricks — had 
we out liv'd our Fortunes among our Ac: maiatance.— 
But NOW — 3 


"Arch. Or be obliged to ſome Purſe proud Coxcomb 


Loeb. 
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* Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this — Strike 
while the Iron is hot This Prieſt is the luckieſt part 
of our Adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for me. 

Aim. But I ſhould not like a Woman that can be ſo 
ford of a Frenchman. 

Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no Law; the Lady may 
be in Diftreſs ; perhaps ſhe has a confounded Husband, 
and her Revenge may carry her farther than her Love 
— Egad, I have ſo good an Opinion of her, and of my 
ſelf, that I begin to fancy ſtrange things; and we muſt 
ſay this for the Honour of our Women, and indeed of 
our ſelves, that they do ſtick to their Men, as they do to 
their Magna Charta. If the Plot lies as I ſuſpect — TI 
muſt put on the Gentleman — But here comes the 
Doctor: I ſhall be ready. (Exit. 


Enter Foigard. 

Fig. Sauve you, noble Friend. | 

Aim. O Sir, your Servant: Pray, Doctor, may 1 
e Far Nan : My Naz isFoiger,Joy 

g. Fat Naam is upon me? My Naam is Foigard, Joy. 

om. Foigard! A very good Name far a Clergyman : 

Pray, Doctor Foigard, were you ever in Feland ? 
Fegg. Ireland! No, Joy ; — Fat fort of Plaace is dat 
ſaam Feland? Dey ſay de People are catch'd dere when 
dey are young. * | 
Aim. And ſome of em here when they are old; 
as for Example — [Takes Foigard by the Shoulder.) Sir, 
I arreſt you as a Traytor againſt the Government ; 
you're a Subject of Eng/and, and this Morning ſhew'd 
me a Commiſſion by which you ſerv'd as Chaplain in 
the French Army : This is Death by our Law, and 
your Reverence muſt hang for't. 
, Foig. Upon my Shoul, noble Friend, dis is ſtrange 
News you tell me, Fader Foigard a Subject of Eng- 
land! de Son of a Burgomaſter of Bruſſels a Subject of 
England ! Ubooboo 


Aim. The Son of a Bog-trotter in Ireland ; Sir, your 


Tongue will condemn you before any Bench in the 


Kiogdom. 


Fig. 


- * 
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Foig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh, Joy? 
Aim. That's enough. 


Foig. No, no, Joy, for I will never ſpake Engl 5 no 
more. 


Ain. Sir, I have other Evidence — Here, - Martis, 
you know this Fellow. 


Enter Archer. 


Arch. [ In a Brogue] Saave you, my dear cuſſea, how 
does your Health? 

Foig. Ah! Upon my Shoul dere is my Countryman, 
and his Brogue will hang mine. [ Aide] Mynbere, 12 wet 
neat watt bey zacht, Ith Univerſton ewe neat, ſacramant. 

Aim. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 
low knows your Perſon, and will ſwear to your Face. 

Feig. Faaſh! Fey, is dere Brogue upon my Faaſh too? 

Arch. Upon my Soulvation dere iſh Joy But, 
Caſſen Mack/bane, vil you not put a Remembrance up 
on me ? 

Foig. Mackfhant ! By St. Paatrick, dat i is my Naame 
ſhufe enough. [Aldi. 

Aim. I fancy Archer, you have it. 

Foig. The Devil hang you, Joy. By fat Ac- 
quaintance are you my Cuſlen ? 

rch. O, de Devil hang your ſhelf, Joy you know 


we were little 1 upon de School, and your 


Foſter · Moder's was marry'd upon my Nutrſe's 

Chiſter, 14 and ſo we are Ir: Cuſſens. | 
Foig. De Devil taake de Relation]! Vel, Joy, and far 

School was it ? 

Arch. I think it vas — Aay., — — #01 
Foig. Now, upon my Shoul, Joy, it was Kilkenny. 
Aim. That's enough for us — Self. Confeſſion = —— 

Come, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the Hands of the 

next Magiſtrate. 

Arch. He ſends you to Gaol, you're try'd next 

Aſſizes, and away you go ſwing into Purgatory. 

Foig. And is it ſo wid you, Cuſſen? 
Ach. It vil be ſho wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't im- 

1 conſeſs the Secret between you and Mrs. 


P 4 Gipſy 


* 
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Gizfey ——Look'e, Sir, the Gallows or the Secret, take 
your Choice. 

Fog. The Gallows ! Upon my Shoul I hate that 
ſhame Gallows, for it is a Diſeaſn dat is fatal to our Fa- 
mily Vel, den, there is nothing, Shentlemens, but 
Mrs. Sullen wou'd ſpaak wid the Count in her Chamber 
at Midnight, and dere is no harm, Joy, for I am to 
conduct the Count to the Plaſh my ſelf. 

Arch. As I guels'd — Have you communicated the 
Matter to the Count ? 

Foig. I have not ſheen him ſince. 

Arch. Right agen; why then, Doctor; — you a ſhall 
clntelt me to che Lady inſtead of the Count. 

Fo. Farmy Callires the Lai Upon my Shoul, 
gra. dat's too much upon the Brogue. 

ch. Come, come, Doctor; conſider we have got a 
Rope about your Neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, we'll 
ſtop your Wind- pipe, moſt certainly; we ſhall have ano- 
ther Job for you in a Day or two, I hope. 
An. Here's Company coming this Way, let's into 
my Chamber, and there concert our Affairs farther. 

Arch. Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along. [ Exeunt, 

Feig. Arra the Devil taake our Relaſhion, | 


Enter Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one Door, 


wha Gibbet at the oppoſite. 
Gib. Well, Gentlemen, tis a fine Night for our En- 
rize. 
Hounſ. Dark as Hell. 


Baz. And blows like the Devil ; our Landlord here 
has ſhew'd us the Window where we muſt break i in, and 
tells us the Plate ! in the Winſcoat Cupboard in the 
Parlour. 

Zo. Ay. ay, Mr. Bag h, as the Saying is, Knives 
and Forks, Cups and Cans, Tumblers and Tankards — 
There's one Tankard, as the Saying is, that's near upon 
as big as me ; it was a Preſent 40 the *Squire from his 
God-mother, and ſmells of N utmeg and Toaſt, like an 


24 India Ship. 


8 Then you 0 woe mult divide at the Stair· head. 
Bex. 


Fd 
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Bon. Ves, Mr. Houn/ſow, as the Saying is —— At 
one end of the Gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and her 
Daughter, and at the other, Mrs. Sullen.— As for the 

ure. 
I. He's ſaſe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, and 
he's more than half Seas over already But ſuch a 
Parcel of Scoundrels are got about him there, that, 
I-gad, I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their Company. 

Bon. Tis now Twelve, as the Saying is —Gentle- 
men, you mult ſet out at One. 

Gib. Hounflow, do you and Bag /hot ſee our Arms 
fix'd, and I'll come to you preſently. 

Hounſ. and Bag. We will. [ Fxreunt. 

Gib. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scra5 
is a Coward. 

Bon. A Chicken, as the Saying is — You'll have no 
Creature to deal with but the Ladies. 

Gib. And I can aſſute you, Friend, there's a great 
deal of Addreſs and good Manners in robbing a Lady ; 
I am the moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travelled 
the Road — But, my dear Bonny, this Prize will be 
a Galleon, a Vigo Buſineſs I warrant you we ſhall 
bring off three or four thouſand Pound. 

Bon. In Flate, Jewels and Money, as the Saying is, 


706. Why then, Tybern, I defy thee ; I'll get up to 
Town, fell off my Horſe and Arms, buy my ſelf ſome 
pretty Employment in the Law, and be as ſnug and as 
honeſt as e er a long Gown of em all. 

Bon. And what think you then ef my Daughter 
Cherry for a Wife? 

Gib. Look'e, my dear Bonny — Cherry i ir the Goddeſs 
F adore, as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim, that 
Man and Wife ſhould never have it in their Power to 


Rang one another; for if they ſhou'd, the Lord have 


mercy upon 'em both. [Exeunt. 
The Exd of the feurth AC T. | 
| Pay An d ACP 


68 e Beaux Stratagem. 


4444814744447 


| ACT V. 
SCENE continues. Knocking without, 


Enter Boniface, 


Bon. FNOmang, coming — A Coach and fix foaming 

C Horſes at this time o' Night! Some great 
Man, as the Saying is, for he ſcorns to travel with 
other People. 


Enter Sir Charles Freeman, 


Sir Ch. What, Fellow ! A publick Houſe, and a- 
bed when other People ſleep ? 

Bon, Sir, I a'n't a-bed, as the Saying is. 

Sir Ch. I ſee that, as the Saying is Is Mr. Sullen's 
Family a-bed, think'e 

Bon. All but the Squire himſelf, Sir, as the Saying 
is, he's in the Houſe. 

Sir Ch. What Company has he ? 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage the 
Exciſeman, the hunch-back'd Barber, and tw or three 
other Gentlemen. 80 | 
Sir Cb. I find my Siſter's Letters gave me the, true 
Picture of her Spouſe. . 


Enter Sullen drunk.. 
De. Sir, here's the Squire. 
Sul. The Puppies ek nc —6.. e 
Sir Ch. Well, Sir. 
Sul. Sit, n 
Aouſand Pound a Year, and I can't get a Man to drink 
à Cup of Ale with me. 
Sir Ch. That's very hard. | | 
Sal. Ay, Sir, — And — have pity upon me, 
and fmoke one Pipe with me, I muſt e en go home 
to 


- 
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to my Wife, and I had rather go to the Devil by half. 
Sir CH. But I preſume, Sir, you wo'n't ſee your 


Wife to-night, ſhe'll be gone to-bed —— you don't uſe 


to lie with your Wife in that Pickle? 

Sul, What ! not lie with my Wife ! Why, Sir, do 
you take me for an Atheiſt, or a Rake? 

Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 
lie from her. 

Sul. I think ſo too, Friend — But I am a Juſtice 
of Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. | 

Sir Ch. Law ! As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no body 
obſerves Law for Law's ſake, only for the good of thoſe 
for whom it was made. 

Sul. But if the Law orders me to ſend you to Gaal, 
you mult lie there, my Friend. 

Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a Crime to deſerve it. 

Sul. A Crime! Oons, a'n't I marry'd ? | 

Sir Ch, Nay, Sir, if you call Marriage a Crime, you 
maſt diſown it for a Law. 

Sul. Eh !-— I muſt be acquainted with you, Sir — 
But, Sir, I ſhould be very glad to know the Truth of 
this Matter. 


Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profound Sea, and few there 


be that dare wade deep enough to find out the Bottom 
on't. Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the Line of your dan 
ſtanding mayn't be long enough. 

Sul. Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to fay to Jour Sea 
of Truth, but if a good Parcel of Land can entitle a 
Man to a little Truth, I have as much as any He in the 
County. 


Bon. I never heard your Worſhip, as the Saying + 15, | 


talk ſo much before. 
Sul. Becauſe I never met with a da that I lied 
before. 


Bon. Pray, Sir, as the ng! is, let me NN you one 


Queſtion : Are not Man and Wife one Fleſh ? ' 
Sir Ch. You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 

Fleſh, becauie you are nothing elſe — But rational 

Creatures have Minds that mult be united, 
Sul. Minds! 
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Sir Ch. Ay, Minds, -Sir ; don't you think that the 
Mind takes place of the Body ? 

Sul. In ſame People. 

Sir Co. Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt be con- 
ſulted before that of his Servant. 

Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow —— 
Oons, I always thought that we were naturally one. 

Sir Ch. Sir, I know that my two Hands are naturally 
one, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, 
help one another in all the Actions of Life ; but I 
cou d not ſay ſo much if they were always at Cuffs. 

Sal. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir ? 

Sul. Will you take her, Sir? 

Sir Ch. With all my Heart. 

Kal. Yon fhall have her to morrow Morning, and a 
Veniſon-Paſty into the Bargain. 

Sir CH. You'll let me have her Fortune too? 

Sul. Fortune ! why, Sir, I have no Quarrel to her 
Fortune +— I only hate the Woman, Sir, and nene 
but the Woman ſhall go. 

* Ch. But her Fortune, Sir 

Ful. Can you play at Whisk, Sir? 

Sir C5. No, truly, Sir. 

. Nor at All- ours ? 

Sir. Ch. Neither. 

Sal. Oons? where was this Man bred [ Hide.) Burn 
me, Sir, J can't go home, tis but Two a-Clock. 

Sir Ch. For Half an Hour, Sir, if you-pleale — But 
you muſt conſider tis late. 

Sul. Late f that's the Reaſon I can't go to Bed — 


Come, Sir [ Excunt. 


Fun- Cherry, rams acroſi the Stage, and knocks at Aim- 
well's Chamber-door. Enter Aimwell is 4 Night- 
Cap and Gown. 

- Ma. Whar's the Matter? You tremble, Chile; you're 
frighted 3- 

| Cher. No m_— Sir— But in ſhort, = this my 

Minute a Gang of Rogues are to rob my Lady 

Zeurtiful's Houle, * An. 
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Aim. How | 

Cher. I dogg'd em to the very Door, and left em 
breaking in. | 
Aim. Have you alarm'd any body elſe with the 
News? 

Cher. No, no, Sir, I wanted to have diſcover'd the 
whole Plot, and twenty other Things, to your Man 
Martin; but J have ſearch'd the whole Houſe, and 
N 

Aim. No matter, Child; will you e me imme- 
diately to the Houſe ? 5 
Cher. With all my Heart, Sir; my Lady Bountiful is 
my Godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda fo well — 
Aim. Dorinda The Name infpires me, the Glory 
and the Danger ſhall be all my own— Come, my Life, 
tet me but get my Sword. [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Bed-chamber in Lady Boun- 
tifui's Houſe. | 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda, undreſi d; a Table 
and Lights. 

Dor. *Tis very late, Siſter, no News of your 2 

? 

. Sul. Ne, Pm condemn'd to be alone till to- 


wards Four, and then perhaps I may be executed with 
his Company. 


Dor. Well, my Dear, TIl leave you ta your Reſt ; 
you'll go direQly to Bed, I ſuppoſe. 

Mrs. Sul. I don't know what to do; hey-ho! 

Dor. That's a deſiring Sigh, Siſter. 

Mrs. Sal. This is a languiſhing Hour, Siſter. 


Der. And might prove a critical Minute if the pretty 
Fellow were here. 


Mrs. Sal. Here! what in my Bed- chamber, at twe 
a Clock i' th Morning, 1 undreſs' d, the Family aſleep, 


my hated Husband abroad, and my lovely Fellow at 
my Feet — O gad, Siſter. 


Dor. Thoughts are free, Siſter, and them I allow 
you——So, my Dear, good Night. a 1 
11 . 3. 


- 
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| Mrs. Su. A good Reſt-to my dear Dorinda 
„ Thoughts free ! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe him 
here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning Bride- 
m, [Here Archer fleals out of the Cloſet] with 
Teer enchanting, Eyes bewitching, Knees implo- 
— « little on one fide, and ſees Archer in the 
Poſtare fot deſcribes. Ah! [Shrieks, and runs to the other 
fade of the Stage.) Have my Thoughts rais'd a Spirit? — 

What are you, Sir, a Man or a Devil? 

Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam. [Ring. 

Mrs. Sul. How fhall I be ſure of it? 

Arch. Madam, I'Il give you Demonſtration this Mi- 
nute. [Takes her Hand. 

Mrs. Sz/. What, Sir ! do you intend to be rude ? 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Sz/. In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye ? 

' Arch. From the Skies, Madam — I'm a Jupiter in 
Love, and you ſhall be my A/cmena. 

Mrs. Sal. How came you in ? 

Arch. I flew in at the Window, Madam; your 
Coufin Cupid lent me his Wings, and your Siſter Venus 
— the Caſement. 

Mrs. Sul. Pm ſtruck dumb with Admiration. 

Arch. And I with Wonder. [ Looks paſſionately at ber. 

Mrs. Sal. What will become of me ? 

Arch. How beautiful ſhe looks ! 1 

ly Spring ſmiles in her blooming Face, and when 
2 was conceiv'd, her Mother ſmelt to Roſes, look'd 
on Lillie 

Lillies unfold their White, their fragrant Charms, 

When the warm Sun thus darts into their Arms. 


. 
Mrs. Sul. Ah! [Shrieks.] 


Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean ? You'll 
raife the Houle. 

Mrs. Sal. Sir; I'll wake the Dead before I bear this. 
What! A pproach me- with the Preedoms of a 
Keeper! I'm glad on't, your Impudence has cur'd me. 

p wh If this be Impudence, —— . 


ry 


pans) ſelf ; no panting Filgric, after 


- 
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ful Voyage, e'gr bow'd before his Saint with more De- 
votion. 823 
Mrs. Sul. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. [ 4/{de.] 

Riſe thou proſtrate Ingineer, not all thy -undermining 
Skill ſhall reach my Heart Riſe, and know I am a 
Woman without my Sex ; I can love to all the Tender- 
neſs ef Wiſhes, Sighs and Tears —But go no farther — 
Still to convince you that I'm more than Woman, I 
can ſpeak my Frailty, confeſs my Weakneſs even for 
F Arch. For me! [Going to lay hold on her. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, Sir, build not upon that - for my 
moſt mortal Hatred follows, if you diſobey what I 
command you now leave me this Minute — If he 
denies, I'm loſt. Aa.. 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe — 

Mrs. Sal. Any thing another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come ? 

Mrs. Sul. 'To-morrow, when you will. 

Arch. Yout Lips muſt ſeal the Promiſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ! 

Arch. They muſt, they muſt, [Kies Ber.] Raptures 
and Paradiſe ! And why not now, my Angel? The 
Time, the Place, Silence and Secrecy, all conſpire — 


ut 


And the now conſcious Stars have pre- ordain'd this 


Moment for my Happineſs. [ Takes ber in his Arms. 
Mrs. Sul. You will not, cannot, ſure. * 
Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not Mor- 
tals of to-morrow's Dawn, this Night ſhall crown my 
oys. 
a "Mrs. Sul. My Sex's Pride aſſiſt me. 
Arch. My Sex's Strength help me. 
Mrs. Sul. You ſhall kill me firſt. -/ . 
eb. Til die with you. [Carmiig ber off. 
Mrs. Sal. Thieves, Thieves, Murther— 


Fuater Scrub in his Breeches, and one Shoe. 
Scrub. Thieves, Thieves, Murther, Popery ! 
Arch. Ha ! the very timorous Stag will kill in Rut- 
ting · time. [Draws and offers to ſtab _ 
Dey | Scrub. 
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Scrub. [| Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, and 


take my Life. 

Mrs. Sul. Holding Archers Hand.] What does the 
Fellow mean ? | 

Scrub. O Madam, down upon your Knees, your 
Maivow. bones he's one of them. 

Arch. Of whom ? 

Serub. One of the Rogues —— beg your Pardon, 
one of the honeſt Gentlemen that juſt now are broke 
into the Houſe. 

Arch. How! 
* Mrs. Su}. I hope you did not come to rob me? 

Arch. Tndeed I did, Madam, but I wou'd have taken 
nothing but what you might very well ha' ſpar'd ; but 
your oy ing Thieves, has wak'd this dreaming Fool, 
and ſo he takes em for granted. 

Scrub. Granted ! tis granted, Sir; take all we have. 

Mrs. Sul. The Fellow looks as if he were broke out 
of Bedlam. 

Scrub. Oons, Madam, they're broke into the Houſe 
with Fire and Sword; I ſaw them, heard them, they'il 
be here this Minute. 

Arch. What, Thieves! ö 

Scrub. Under Favour, Sir, I think ſo. 

- Mrs. Sn. What ſhall we do, Sir? 
cb. Madam, I wiſh your Ladyſhip a good Night. 
Mrs. Sal. Will you leave. me? 


- Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you com- 


mand me to be juſt now, upon of im- 
— 3 


way or ether 3 but take this by the way, good, Madam 
that-none- but x Fool will give you the Bench of hi 
Courage, unleſs n 
How are they arm'd, Friend? 

rene mn trrThg Sir. 


th, 
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Arch. Huſh !-— I ſee a dark Lanthorn coming thro? 
the Gallery — Madam, be affur'd I will protect you, 
or loſe my Life. 

Mrs. Sal. Your Life! no Sir, they can rob me of 
nothing that J value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, 
let me intreat you to be gone. 

Arch. No, Madam, FI! conſult my own Safety, for 
the fake of yours; ll work by Stratagem : Have you 
Courage enough to ſtand the Appearance of em? 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, fince I have *ſcap'd your Hands, 
I can face any thing. 

Arch. Come hither, Brother Scrub; don't you know 
me? 

Scrub. Eh! my dear Brother, let me kiſs thee. 


{K:/es Archer, 
4. This way Here 
Archer and Scrub bids behind the Bed. 


Enter Gibbet, with a dard Lands i in one Hand, and 
2 Pifldl in Vocber. 

Si. Ay, ay, this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 

Mrs. Sul. Who are you, Sir? What wou'd you have ? 
D'ye come'to rob me ? 

Gib. Rob you !: alack-a-day, Madam, Tm only a 
younger Brother, Madam; and ſo, Madam, if you 
make a Noiſe, I'll ſhoot you through the Head : But 
don't be afraid, Madam, [ Laying his Lanthorn and Piſtol 
pon the 7260. Theſe Rings, Madam; don't be con- 

cern'd, Madam; I have a profound Reſpect for yous 

Madani, your Keys, Madam; don't be ted, 

dam, I'm the moſt of a Gentleman : Searching her 
Pockets. J This Necklace, Madam; I never was rude ta 
any Lady! — I have a Veneration—— for this Neck- 
lace -- [Here Archer having come round, and ſeix d the 
Piſfol, takes Gibbet by the Collar, trips up his Heels, 
and clays the Piftol to bis rea. 

Arch. Hold, profane Villain, and take the Reward 
of thy Sacrilege. 

Gib. Oh!] Pray, Sir, don't kill me; I an't prepar'd. 

Arch. How many is there of em, Scrub? ; 
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Serub. Five and Forty, Sir. 


Arch. Then I muſt kill the Villain, to . 
of the way. 


Cib. Had! hold! Sir; we are but three, upon my 
Honour. 
Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him ? 
Scrub. Not I, Sir ; ? kill him, kill him. 


Arch. Run to Giphey' Chamber, there you'll find the 
Doctor; bring him hither preſentiy. 
| Exit Scrub, running. 
Come, Rogue, if you have a ſhort Prayer, ſay it. 

Gib. Sir, I have no Prayer at all ; the Government 
has provided a Chaplain to ſay Prayers for us on theſe 
Occaſions. 


Mrs. Sal. Pray, Sir, don't kill him: You fright 
me as much as him. 

Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the 
occaſion of my Diſappointment — Sirrab, this Mo- 
ment is your laſt. 

Gib. Sir, I'll give you Two hundred Pounds to ſpare 
my Lite. 

Arch. Have you no more, Raſcal ? | 

Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command Four hundred; but I 
muſt reſerve two of 'em to fave my Life at the Sef- 


ſions. 

a Enter Scrub and Foigard. 
Arch. Here, — — 
_ tween may manage him: — Lay 

rt [ Foigard lays hold of Gibbet. 
Gib. What ! turn'd over te the Prieſt already —— 
Look'e, Doctor, you come before your time; I a'n't 
condemn'd yet, I thank ye. 
Foug. — — I vil ſecure your Body 
r 
e you an Abſolution. 
ar Abladen Can you procure me a Pardon, 
Doctor ? 


Foig. No, Toy. _—— 
Gb, Thea you and your Abſolutin may go to the 
; h Arch 


„ be- 
of him, 
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Arch. Convey him into the Cellar, there bind him: 
—— Take the Piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot 
him thro', the Head, — AZ Ah: 2 NIL 
the Speed you can. 

Scrub. Ay, ay 3 come, Doftor, do you hold him 
faſt, and I'll guard him. 

Mrs. Sul. But how came the Doctor? 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam [Shrieking without. ] 
'Sdeath ! the Rogues are at work with the other La- 
dies :— I'm vex'd I parted with the Piſtol ; but I 
muſt fly to their Aſſiſtance — Will you ſtay here, Ma- 
dam, or venture your ſelf with me?. 

Mrs. Sal. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. | 

| [Takes him by the Arm, and Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to another 2 in the ſame 


Tuer Hounſlow Auer in Lady Bountiful, and 
Bagſhot halling in Dorinda 3 the vs with 
Sawvords drawn. 


Houn. Come, come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs. 
. Bag. Your Keys, your Keys, old Gentlewoman. 


| Enter Aimwell end Cherry. 
Aim. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage an 
Army. in ſuch a Cauſe. [He engages em both. 
Der. O, Madam, had I but a Sword to help the 
brave Man ! ! 
I. Boun. There's three or four hanging up in the 
Hall; but they won't draw. I'll go fetch one how- 
ever. [Exits 
Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. _ 
Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord ; every Man his Bird, 
pray. [They engage Man to Man ; the Rogues are 
thrown down and diſarm'd. 
Cher. What ! the Rogues taken ! then they'll im- 
yy Father! I muſt give him timely Notice. 
| [ Runs out. 
Arch, Shall we kill the Rogues ? 6.4 
| F Aim. 


1s The Beaux Stratagem.. 
Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. 

. rb, Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your Garter, 

[76 Mrs. Saller, «who flands by hin. 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil's in this Fellow ; he fights, loves, 
and banters, all in a Breath : Here's a Cord chat the 
Rogues brought with em, I ſuppoſe. 

Arch. Right, right, the Rogue's Deſtiny, a Rope to 
hang himſelf Come, my Lord, this is but a 
rom, Hoon fort of an Office, [ Binding the Rogues toge- 
ther] if our Adventutes ſhould end in this fort of Hang- 


man-work ; but I hope there is ſomething in proſpect 


that — [Exter Scrub. Well, Scrub, have you fecured 
Jour Tartar ? 
' * Sera. Yes, Sir, I left the Prat end kim dating 
about Religion. 

A. And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap the 
—_ of the n 1 the Priſoners to 
Scrub, who leads em out. 
"Mrs. Sul. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here ? 
© Dor. And pray, how came the Gentleman here ? 

Mrs. Sug. Til tell you the greateſt piece of Villany— 
[They talk in dumb Shew, 
Aim. I fancy; Archer, you have been more ſucceſs- 
fel in your Adventures than the Houſe-breakers. 
Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours is the 
ipal. Preſs her this Minute to marry you, 
— bow while ſhe's hurry'd between the Palpitation 
f her Fear, and the Joy of her Deliverance, now while 
the Tide of her Spirits are at High-flood ; throw 
your ſelf at her Feet, ſpeak ſome Romantici Nonſenſe 
or other ; — addreſs her, like Alexander, in the height 
of his Victory, confound her Senſes, bear down her 
Reaſon, and away with her: — The Prieft is now in 
the Cellar, and dare not refuſe to do the Work. 


Enter Lady Bountiful. 


Ain. But how ſhall I get off without being ob{erv'd ? 

Seb. You a Lover ! and not find a way to get off 
Let me ſee. 

2. You bleed, cher. py 46 
. Arch, 


- 
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Anh. Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this Wound will do 
the Buſineſs — I'll amuſe the old Lady and Mrs. Sul. 
len about dreſſing my Wound, while you carry off Do- 
rinda. 

L. Boun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how you 
wou'd be gratified for the Services 

Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for 
Complements ; Pm wounded, Madam. 

L. Boun. And Mrs. Sul. How ! wounded ! 

Dor. I hope, Sir, you have received no hurt? 

Aim. None but what you may cure 

[ Makes Love in dumb ſpew, 

L. Boun. Let me ſee your Arm, Sir — I muſt have 
ſome Powder-ſugar to ſtop the Blood O me! an 
ugly Gaſh, upon my word, Sir, you muſt go into Bed. 

Arch. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well—— 
Madam, [To Mrs. Sullen] will you do me the _ 
to conduct me to a Chamber? 

L. Boun. Do, do, Daughter, while I get the 
Lint, and the Probe, and Plaiſter ready. 


[Runs out one way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda 
another. 


Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
Mother's Commands ? 


Mrs. Sul. How can you, after what is paſt, have the 
Confidence to ask me ? 

Arch. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
what is paſt, have the Confidence to deny me 
Was not this Blood ſhed in your Defence, and my Life 
expos'd for your Protection? — Look'e, Madam, I'm 
none of your Romantick Fools, that fight Giants and 
Monſters for nothing; my Valour is downright Sci; 
I am a Soldier of Fortune, and muſt be paid. 


Mrs. Sul. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid 
me with your Services. 


Arch. Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to re- | 
ward em. 


Mrs. Sul. How ! at the Expence of my Honour. 
Arch. Honour ! Can Honour conſiſt with Ingrati- 
tude ? If you wou'd deal like a Woman 2 


* 
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like a Man of Honour: D'ye think I woa'd deny you 
in ſuch a Caſe ? | . 
: oy Enter a Servant. 

; Ser. Madam, my Lady order'd me to tell you, that 
your Brother is below at the Gate. 

Mrs. Sal. My Brother! Heavens be prais'd : — Sir, 
he ſhall thank you for your Services; he has it in his 
Power. | 

Arch. Who is your Brother, Madam ? 

Mrs. Sal. Sir Ch. Freeman : —— You'll excuſe me, 
Sir ; I muſt go and receive him. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman ! 'Sdeath and Hell! 
My old Acquaintance. Now, unleſs 4imwel/ has made 
good uſe of his Time, all our fair Machine goes ſouze 

into the Sea, like an Ediftone. [Exit 


SCENE changes to the Gallery in the ſame Houſe. 


Euter Aimwell and Dorinda. 


Dor. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd; 
your late generous Action will, I hope, plead for my 
"eaſy yielding; tho' I muſt own, your Lordſhip had a 
Friend in the Fort before. 

Aim. The Sweets of Hyb/a dwell upon her Tongue 
— Here, Doctor | 


Enter Foigard with a Book. 
Foig. Are you prepar'd boat? 

Dor. I'm ready: But firſt, my Lord, one Word — 
'T have a frightful Example of a haſty Marriage in my 
'own Family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. 

Pray, my Lord, conſider a little — 
Aim. Conſider ! Do you doubt my Honour, or my 

Love ? 

Der. Neither: I do believe you equally Juſt as Brave 
 — And were your whole Sex drawn out for me to 
chuſe, I ſhon'd ndt caſt a Look upon the Multitude if 
"you were abſent—But, my Lord, I'm a Woman; Co- 
lours, Concealments may hide a thouſand Faults in 
4” me 
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me — Therefore know me better firſt ; J hardly dare 
affirm I knew my ſelf in any thing except my Love. 
Aim. Such Goodneſs who cou'd injure ! I find my 
ſelf unequal to the Task of Villain ; ſhe has gain'd my 
Soul, and made it honeſt like her own --I cannot hurt 
her. [4/de.) Doctor, retire. [Exit Foigard.] Madam, 
behold your Lover and your Proſelyte, and judge of my 


Paſſion by my Converſion -—— I'm all a Lye, nor 


dare I give a Fiction to your Arms; Pm all a Coun- 
terfeit, except my Paſſion. 

Dor. Forbid it, Heaven ! A Counterfeit ! 

Aim. I am no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come 
with a mean, a ſcandalous Deſign to prey upon your 
Fortune : — But the Beauties of your Mind and Per- 
ſon have ſo won me from my ſelf, that, like a truſty 
Servant, I prefer the Intereſt of my Miſtreſs to my own. 

Dor. Sure, I have had the Dream of ſome poor Ma- 
riner, a fleeping Image of a welcome Port, and wake 
involv'd in Storms. — Pray, Sir, who are you? 

Aim. Brother to the Man whoſe Title I uſurp'd, but 
Stranger to his Honour or his Fortune. | 

Dor. Matchleſs Honeſty ! — Once I was proud, Sir, 
of your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that 
you want it : Now I can ſhew, my Love was juſtly 
levell'd, and had no Aim but Love. Doctor, come in. 

Enter Foigard at one Door, Gipſey at another, who 

whiſpers Dorinda. | 

Your Pardon, Sir ; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir. 
You muſt excuſe me — I'll wait on you preſently. 

[Exit with Gipſey. 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſh. [ Exit. 
Aim. Gone ! and bid the Prieſt depart — It has an 

ominous Look. | 
Enter Archer. 

Arch. Courage, Tom — Shall I wiſh you Joy ? 
Aim. No. Le 
Arch: Oons !! Man, what ha? you been doing? 


Aim. O Archer, my Honelty, I feas, has ruin'd me. 


Aim. 


n 
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Aim. I have diſcover'd my elf. 

Arch. Diſcover'd ! And without my Confent ? What! 
Have I embark'd my ſmall Remains in the fame Bot- 
tom with yours, and you diſpoſe of all without my 
Partnerſhip ? 


P 

Aim. O Archer, I own my Fault. 

Arch. Aſter Conviction — Tis then too late for Par. 
don — You may remember, Mr. A;mwell, that you pro- 

d this Folly—As you begun, ſo end it—Henceforth 
Fi hunt my Fortune fingle — So farewell. 

Aim. Stay my dear Archer, but a Minute. 

Arch. Stay | What to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and laugh'd 
at ! —— No, I wou'd ſooner change Conditions with 
the worſt of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than bear 
one ſcornful Smile from the proud Knight that once 
I treated as my Equal. 

Aim. What Knight 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady that 
T had almoſt —— But no matter for that, tis a curſed 
Night's Work, and ſo I leave you to make the beſt on't. 
Aim. Freeman ! —2—»— One Word, Archer. Still 1 
have Hopes; methought ſhe receiv'd my Confeſſion 
Arch. Sdeath, who doubts it ? 

Aim. She confented after to the Match; and ſtill I 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt. | 
Arch. To her ſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd have 


Aim. By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes, 
Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 

Dor. Come, my dear Lord —-I fly with Impatience 
to your Arms ——— The Minutes of my Abſence was a 
tedious Year. Where's this Prieſt ? 

Enter Foigatd, 

Arch. Oons, a brave Girl | 

Der. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, this Gentleman is privy 
to our Affairs? 

Arch. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your Father. 

I 
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\ Dor. Come, Prieſt, do your Office.. Et 

Arch. Make haſte, make haſte; couple em any way. 
{Takes Aimwells Hand.] Come, Madam, I'm to give 
5 
f Dor. My Mind's alter'd ; I won't. 

Arch. Eh 

Aim. I'm confounded. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, and fo is my ſhelf. 

Arch. What's the Matter now, Madam ? 

Dor. Look'e,Sir, one generous Action deſerves another. 
— This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to hide 
nothing from me; my Juſtice engages me to conceal 
nothing from him : In ſhort, Sir, you are the Perſon 
that you thought you counterfeited; you are the true 
Lord Viſcount Aimævell, and I wiſh your Lordſhip Joy. 
Now, Prieſt, you may be gone ; if my Lord is now 
pleas'd with the Match, let his Lordſhip marry me in 
at the Face of the World. | 


ed Aim. Archer, What does ſhe mean? 

t. Dor. Here's a Witneſs for my Truth. 
11 

jon Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 


Sir Ch. My dear Lord Ainrwell, I wiſh you Joy. 
Aim. Of what ? 
Sir Ch. Of your Honour and Eftate. Your Brother 
died the Day before I left London ; and all your Friends 
have writ after you to Bru/e/s ; among the reſt I did my 
ſelf the Honour. . 
Arch. Heark'e, Sir Knight, don't you banter now ? 
Sir Ch. Tis Truth, upon my Honour. 
Aim. Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form'd this 
ence Accident. 
vas 2 Arch. Thanks to the Womb of Time that brought 
it forth ; away with it. | 
Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to 
the Prize [Taking Dorinda's Hand. | 
Arch. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
privy Freeman. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. My Lady, I 
wiſh you Joy. — I gad, Sir Freeman, you're the ho- 


er. neſteſt Fellow living. -—'Sdeath, I'm grown ſtrangely 
Der, Vol. II. 2 ö 


aii 


ave 


84 The Beaux Stratagem. 


airy upon this Matter My Lord, how d'ye ? —— 
A Word, my Lord: Don't you remember ſomething 
al a previous Agreement, that entitles me to the Moiety 
of this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will amount 
to five thouſand Pound ? 

Aim. Not a Penny, Archer: You wou'd ha' cut my 
_— juſt now, becauſe I 'wou'd not deceive this 
| rb. Ay, and I'll cut your Throat ſtill, if you 
ſhou'd deceive her now. 

Aim. That's what I expect; and to end the Diſpute, 
the Lady's Fortune is Ten thouſand Pound, we'll di- 
vide Stakes ; take the Ten thouſand Pound, or the 
Lad 

| — How ! is your Lordſhip fo indifferent ? 

Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his Lordſhip knows very 
that I'll take the Money ; I leave you 'to his 
, and fo we're both provided for. 


Enter Foigard. 


k Arra fait, de People do fay you be all robb'd, 
1 The Ladies have been in ſome Danger, Sir, as 
on ſaw. 
- Fog. Upon my Shoul our Inn be rob too. 
Aim. Our Inn! By whom? 
Foig. Upon my Shalwation, our Landlord has robb d 
"himſelf, and run away wid da Money. 
Arch. Robb'd himſelf ! 
Foig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred Pounds. 
Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred Pound! 
Foig Yes fait Honny, that I did owe to him. 
Our Money's gone, Frank. 
Sb. Rot the Money, my Wench is gone 
* Scaver wars quelque choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry? 


Tauer a Fellow with a firong Box and u Letter. 
Full. Is there one Martin here? 
= Ay, ay —— who wants him? 
J. I have a Box here: and a Letter for him. 
Arch. 
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Ab. [Taking the Box.] Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
Legerdemain ! By this Light, my Lord, our Money 
again? But this unfolds the Riddle. [Opening the Let- 
ter, read.] Hum, hum, hum — O, 'tis for the publick 
Good, and muſt be communicated to the Company. 


M.. Martin, 


MY Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the. 
* Rogues that are taken to night, is gone off ; but if 
you can procure bim a Pardon, hell make great Diſcove- 
ries that nay be uſeful to the Country: Cou'd I have 
met you inſtead of your Maſter to-night, I uwou'd have 
l deliuer d my ſelf into your Handi, with a Sum that. much 
exceeds that in your ſtrong Box, which 1 have ſent you, 
with an Aſſurance to. my dear Martin, that I fball ever 
} be bis moſt faithful Friend till Death, 


Cher ry Boniface, 


There's a Billet-doux for you — As for the Father, I 
J think he ought to be encouraged, and for the Daugh- 
R ter —— Pray, my Lord, perſuade your Bride to take 
9 her into her Service inſtead of Gipſey. 
Aim. I can aſſure you, Madam, your Deliverance 

e to her Diſcovery. | 
Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without 

bd the Obligation. I'll take care of her. 

Sir Ch. This good Company meets opportunely in 
favour of a Deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate 
Siſter : I intend to part her from her Husband— Gen- 
tlemen, will you afliſt me ? : 

Arch. Aſſiſt you! *Sdeath, who wou'd not? 

Faig. Ay, upon my Shoul, we'll all asſhiſt. 


Enter Sullen. 


Sul. What's all this? — They tell me, Spouſe, that 
you had like to have been robbe. 

Mrs. Sul. Truly, Spou'e, I was pretty near it —— 
Had not theſe two Gentlemen interpos'd. | 
Sul. How came theſe Gentlemen here ? 


Wa Mrs, 
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Mrs. Su. That's his way of returning Thanks, you 
muſt know. 


Foig. Ay, but upon my Conſhience de Queſtion be 
po for all dat. 

Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you would 
deliver your Lacy to me this Morning. - 

Sul. Humph. 

Arch. Humph ! What do. you mean by Humph ? — 
Sir you ſhall deliver her : -—— In ſhort, Sir, we have 
fav'd you and your Family ; and if you are not civil, 
well unbind the Rogues, join with 'em, and ſet fire to 
your Houſe —— What does the Man mean? Not part 
with his Wife ! 

Pig. Arra, not part wid your Wife ! Upon my Shoul 
de Man doſh not underſtand common Shivility. 

Mrs. S»/. Hold, Gentlemen, all things here muſt 
move by Conſent ; Compulſion would ſpeil us: Let 
my Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ſhall 
judge it between us. 


Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges : 


—- Pray, Sir, who are you ? 

Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take a- 
way your Wife. 

Sul. And you, good Sir? 


Aim. Charles Viſcount Aimwell, come to take away 


your Siſter. 

Sul. And you, pray Sir ? 

Arch. Francis Archer, Eſq; come — 

Sul. To take away my Mother, I hope — Gentle- 
men, you're heartily welcome ; I never met with three 
more obliging People fince I was born And now, 
my Dear, if you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt Word. 

— And the laſt, for five Pound. [ Afade. 

rs. Sul. 8 

51 7 when 

Mrs. Sul. How long have you been marry'd? 

Sul. By the Almanack, fourteen Months va by 
my Account, fourteen Years. 

Mrs. Sul. Ti; 


Foig, pop, m . a 


- 210, - 12 


+ by my Reckoning. * — RY 


The Beaux Stratagem. 97 


Mrs. Sul. Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for > 

Sul. To get an Heir to my Eſtate, 

Sir Ch. And have you ſucceeded ? 

Sul. No. { 

Arch, The Condition fails of his Side. — Pray, 
Madam, what did you marry for ? 

Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by 
the Strength of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures of an 
agreeable Society. 


Sir Ch. Are your Expectations anſwer'd ? 

Mrs. Sul. No. 

Foig. Arra Honeys, a clear Caaſe, a clear Caaſe ! 

Sir Cy. What are the Bars to your mutual Content- 
ment ? 


Mrs. Sul. In the firſt place, I can't drink Ale with 
him. 
Sul. Nor can I drink Tea with her. 
Mrs. Sul. I can't hunt with you. 
Sul. Nor can J dance with you. 
Mrs. Sal. I hate Cocking and Racing. 
Sul. And I abhor Ombre and Picquet. 
Mrs. Sul. Your Silence is intolerable. 
Sul. Your Prating is worſe. 
Mrs. Sal. Have we not been a perpetual Offence to 
each other -— A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? 
Sul. A frightful Gobling to the Sight. 
Mrs. Sul A Porcupine to the Feeling. 
Sul. Perpetual Wormwood to the Taſte. 
Mrs. Sul. Is there on earth a thing we can agree in? 
Sul. Yes to part. 
Mrs. Sul. With all my Heart. 
Sul. Your Hand. 
Mrs. Sul. Here. 
: dul. Theſe Hands join'd us, theſe ſhall part us 
way 
A. Sul. North. 
Sul. South. 
Mrs. Sul. Eaſt. 


Sul Weſt far as the Poles aſunder. 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, * very pretty Sheremony. 


3 Sir 
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Sir Ch. New, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my 81. 
er's Fortune to make us eaſy. 
Sul. Sir Charles, you love your Siſter, and I love her 
Fortune; every one to his Fancy. 
. Arch. Then you won't refund ? 

Sul. Not a Stiver. 

Arch. What is her Portion ? 

Sir Ch. Ten thouſand Pound, Sir. 

Arch. Til pay it: my Lord, I thank him, has enabled. 

me, and if the Lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home with me. 
This Night's Adventure has prov'd ſtrangely lucky to us 
all — For Captain Gibbez, in his Walk, has made bold, 
Mr. Sullin, with your Study and Eſcritore, and has taken 
out all the Writings of your Eſtate, all the Articles of 
Marriage with.your Lady, Bills, Bands, Leaſes, Receipts, 
wo an infinite Value ; I took 'em from him, and I de- 

liver them to Sir Charles. 
[Gives him a Parcel of Papers and Parchments. 

Sul. How, my Writings ! my Head akes conſumed- 
ly, — Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, but 
I can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be 4 
merry, and celebrate my Siſter's Wedding and my Di- 
vorce ; you may command my Houſe! but my Head 
akes conſumedly : Scrub, bring me a Dram. 

Arch: Madam [Ie Mrs. Sull.] there's a Country- 
Dance to the Trifle that I ſung to day; your Hand, 
and we'll lead it up. 

Here a Dance, 

Arch. Twou'd be bard to gueſs which of theſe Par- 
ties is the better pleas'd, the Couple join'd, or the 
Couple parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted 
Happineſs, and the other in their Deliverance from an 
experienc'd Miſery. 


Both happy in their ſeveral States, aue find: 
Thoſe parted by Cin/ent, and theſe conjoin'd. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer's Fee ;. 
Confent is Law enough to ſet you free. 


+} A Cs * 
The End of the Fifth ACT. | 
- Ab NFC 


Lr aids. 


AN. 
g Ts 
. Deſign'd to be ſpoke in the r 
N Stratagem. 
d. 


F to our Play your Judgment can't be kind; 
* Let its expiring Author Pity find : 
Survey its mournful Caſe with melting Eyes, 
Nor let the Bard be damn'd before he dies: 
Forbear you Fair, on his laft Scene to frown,. 
But his true Exit with a Plaudit cr ns; 
9 Then ſhall the dying Poet ceaſe to fra 
De dreadful Knel!, while yur applauſe he hears. 
At Leuctra fo the Congu'ring Theban dy'd, 
Claim his Friends Praiſes, but their Tears den) d: 
Pleas'd in the Pangs of Death, he greatly thought- 


Conqueſt with Loſs of Life but cheaply brught. 
The Difference this, the Greek was one wou'd Habt, 8 


As brave, the not fo gay, as Serjeant Kite: 

Ye Sons of Will's, what's that to thoſs who wwrite !' » 
To 'T hebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bays, 
You may the Bard above the Hero raiſe, | 0 
Since yours. is greater than Athenian Praiſe. 
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Sung by Archer in the Third Act. 


Trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
with a Trifle and ended : 
All Trifling People draw near, 

And 1 jhall be nobly attended. 


Were it not for Trifles, a few, 

That lately bade come into Play; 

The Men dw aun ſomething to do, 
And the Nomen vant ſomething to ſay. 


What makes Men trifle in Dreſſing ? 
Becauſe the Ladies ( they know ) 


Admire, by often Poſſeſſing, 
That eminent Trifle a Beau. 


When the Lover his Moments has trifled, 
The Trifle of Trifles to pain : 

No feorer the Virgin is Rifled, 

But a Trifie ſhall part em again. 


What mortal Man wou'd be able 
At Whuc's Haff an Hour to ft? 
Or who cou'd bear a Tra Tale, 
Without talking of Trifles for Vit? 


The Court is from Trifles ſecure, | 
Gold Keys are no Trifles, we fee : 

White Reds are no Trifles, Pm ſure, 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 


- 


But 
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| But if you will go to the Place, 
Where Trifles abundantly breed, 

The Levee will ſhow you his Grace 
Makes Promiſes Tr ifles indeed. 


A Coach with fix Footmen behind, 
' 4 count neither Trifle nor Sin: 


But, ye Gods ! bow oft do cue find 
A ſeandatous Trifle within ? | 


A Flat e Champaign, People think it 
A Trifle, or ſomething as bad : 

But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find it no Trifle egad. 


A Parſon's a Trifle at Sea, 

A Widoeu's a Trifle in Sorrow : 

A Peace is a Trifle to-day, 

Who knows what may happen to- morrocu. 


. A Black Coat a Trifle may cloak, ; 
Or to hide it, the Red may endeavour : : 
But if once the Army is broke, © . 
Me ball have more Trifles than ever. 


| The Stage ts a Trifle, they Jay, 
The Reaſon, pray carry along, 
Becauſe at evi new Pl, 


ay, 
The Houſe they with. Trifles: ſo throng. 


But <vith People's Malice to Trifte, 
And to ſet us all on a Foot: 
The Author of this is a rifle, 


And his Song is à Trifle 't0 boots. 
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